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Few there are who could hear the sad tidings of the 
death of that highly gifted creattire, whose exhaiistle!i$« 
vei'se seemed to fill the atmosphere with song, without 
feelings of deep and painful emotion ; but to her private 
and personal friends, who were many and ti*ue-heurted, 
the blow was appalling. To descant upon the genius 
of L. Ivr L. — to paint the rare and brilliant qualities of 
a mind so richly stored with all that could dazzle 
and delight — would require a mufh uiore able pen : 
and there are many amongst the circle of her friends 
and admirers who will doubtless fulfil an office to which 
I am scarcely adequate. Though imwilling to decline 
ft duty, which might have been less iaithfully exercised 
by those who were not equally well acquainted with 
all the circumstances of L. E, L.*s life, the task now 
devolving upon me is one of the most painful uaiure, 
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not only in consequence of the affliction in which the 
laie melancholy event has plunged me, but from the 
mournful conviction that I cannot do justice to the 
friend that I have lost. I cannot depict her to the 
world as she existed^ in all her wit, gaiety, and bright- 
ness 3 or show, as they merit to be shown, those en- 
dearing' qualities of the hearty that finely constituted 
mind, which rendered her so precious to all, who, like 
myself, had known her intimately from the first period 
of her girlhood. Unpretending, however, and imper- 
fect as the present sketch will be found, as tiie record 
of one who loved its lamented subject with the fondest 
allectiou, it can scarcely foil to be acceptable to that 
large portion of the community with whom her works 
aiL' su deservedly j)opular. 

Letitia Elizabeth Landon, the descendant of 
a family of ancient date, and of the highest respect- 
ability, was the niece of the late Very llev. I)r. Laudon, 
Dean of Exeter, for manv years Piwost of Wor- 
cester College, Oxford, whose death was announced 
nearly about the same day on which intelligence was 
brought of her own decease. While she was yet an 
infant, the parents of L. £• L. removed from the house at 
Chelsea, in which she was born, to a country residence, 
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Trevor Park, and here were spent the days of ber early 
childhood, amid which she has vividly dejncted 

in various portions ui her kier works. 

The affection with which L. E. L. clung to the 
memory oi Uiese old haunts^ her regvtt at ibe changes 
which had come over them, obliterating all tnoes of 
the huiiie endeared to lier by a thousand recollections, 
formed some of the numerous proofs of the endaring 
nature of her attachments. There was to her more of 
poetry in London, and in iurge cities generally, than 
is usually admitted by highly imaginative persons ; bul 
notwitbstaudmg her prelereuce oi the town, no one 
could luxuriate with truer enjoyment in wild and 
solitary places, or more thoroughly appreciate the 
beauties of nature. It is scaieely possible to say at 
what period of her life L. E . L. began to write, for she 
composed Irom her iniaucy. The old ballads and 
romances, all the snatches of song, and tvaditionaiy 
lore, the literary recreations of the nursery, stored her 
mind with materials, which were promptly employed 
in tiie idnnation of numerous- fanciful structures ; and 
long before her tiny fingers could shape the letten of 
the words, slie had composed volumes of poetry. To 
be shut up in a dark room for any childish misdemea- 
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nour, was to her no })unisbiiH.'iit, for she speedily 
peopled it with glorious fonas, and transported her* 
self to some paradise of her own. It inay» indeed, lie 
said, that Kilmeny, the charming creation of tiie 
Ettrick shepherd's brightest fiincy» was not more com- 
pietei) douiehiicated in Fair)'-land, than the infiuit 
genius who fled to it in imagination from all her 
little troubles. 

I L. Ci U at this time read with avidity erery thing 

that came in her way, giving the preference, of course, 
io poetry and romance, and making romances out of 
graver works, travels especially, which she filled up 
wiUi splendid visions, every object being viewed with a 
poet's eye. She gathered in this manner immense stores 
of inlonuation ; and the germs of more abstruse and 
learned studies, which as she grew older engaged her 
attention, were acquired at an age usually exclusively 
directed to the perusal of gilt picture books. A 
brother, nearly her own age, shared the sports and 
studies of Trevor Park ; and never was affection more 
warm, deep, and devoted than that which subsisted 
between these strongly attached relatives. Amid many 
Others, the beautiful poem which she addressed to her 
brother, and which will be iuuud in the ])resent col- 
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leciion, wntteu originally to illustrate a portrait ol 
Captain Cook, afibrds a charming and toucliing tran- 
script of her ieelings, both at this early peiiod, and in 
after years. 

In conversation with her faimliar friends, L. E . L. 
loved to dwell tipon scenes which awakened her first 
bui"st of song ; and 1 leuiciiiber, two or three years ago, 
when about to pay a visit to some friends in the neigh- 
bourhood of East Barnet, she charged me to make a 
pilgrimage to the spot which was once Trevor Park, 
md not iail to think of her as I stood among the 
gravestones of the village chui'ch3'ard. While still a 
mere child, L.E.L. began to publish, and her poetry 
immediately attracted attention. Living completely in 
a world of her own, constmcted from materials foiuid 
in those agreeable fictions which hud been her study 
and her solace; she rushed fearlessly into print, not 
dreaming for a moment, that verses which were poured 
forth hke the waters from a fountain, gushing, as she 
has beautifully expressed it, of their own sweet will, 
could ever provoke stern or luu-sh criticism. Neither 
was she at all prepared for the mistaken idea produced 
by the plaintive iiuUne of her song. Love, such as she 

had fomid it in the old chivalric time, was her chosen 
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thenie^ and in depicting its efibct upon the female heart, 
she maintained a melancholy creed, giving to the greater 
number of her effusions a pensive cast of thought, and 
making all her stories of true love end unhappily. It 
was perhaps the natural gaiety of her disposition, which 
occasioned her to indulge in the plaints and sorrows of 
her somewhat mournful song, when her spirits were 
exhausted by the lively ilow of conversation, and wanted 
repose. It need scarcely be said, since the bet is so 
well established, that it is not the writers of the gaj est 
and most sprightly works, who are always blessed with 
the most cheerful leuiperaments ; comic eff usions prov- 
ing often the relief of minds oppressed with many 
cares ; while the mirthfiil and the happy as fireqtiently 
abandon themselves to what may be truly denominated 
the luxury of wo. While dwelling with apparently 
earnest tenderness upon the sorrows of love, its disap- 
pointments and treacheries, L» £. L. identified herself 
with the beings of her fancy, lamenting, frequently in 
the first person, over miseries which she had never felt, 
and to vvliich slie was by no means likely to be subjected, 
since both then and subsequently, she muiifested m 
almost extraordinary want of susceptibility, upon all 

occasions when attempts were made upon her heai't. 
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The wonderful precocity of her intellect rendered it 
scarcely possible for those readers* beyond the then 
narrow circle of her acquaintance, to imagine that 
her poems were the production of a girl who had 
not yet left oil' her pinafores, and whose only notion 
of a lover was embodied in a knight wearing the 
brightest armonr and the whitest of plumes. Such, 
however, was the fact, and this beau ideal preserved 
her from the tender passion for many a long year; none 
of her admirers, and they were numerous, reaching the 
high standard erected in her own imagination. While 
generally supposed to be the pining victim of unrequited 
love, her heart remained untouched, its overflowing 
tenderness being lavished upon the faithless heroes of 
her own creation. 

At this, as well as at every other period of her life, 
previous to her quitting England, L. E. L. was sur- 
rounded by a small circle of female friends, living under 
the same roui with her, and to whom all her thoughts 
aud feelings were well known. Being perfectly aware of 
litr entire freedom from any affair of the heart, these 
friends were sometimes amused, aud sometimes pro- 
voked, by the various reports which gained universal 

credit. At this era of her existence, the occasional 
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gloom which was woui to tinge her views of life, a] j icur- 
ing only in the melancholy tone of her 5ong» L.E.L. 
u biij^hl, blithe behig, affectioiiale and glad, taking 
pleasure in ail that pleased her associates^ delighted 
them bv her talents, and attached them by her ami- 
ability* The loss of her lather while she was still a 
very young girl, proved her earliest domestic affliction ; 
and heavily it fell upon her. Mr. Landon had been a 
kind and most indulgent parent^ and his daughter 
juoumed his lo^s long and deeply. The aO'ectionaie 
tribute which ahe paid to his memory, in some very 
touchiug verses ])ublished in her poem of the Trouba- 
dour» may be cited as a laithful record of her filial piety 
towards one whose death was a severe misfortune. 

L. E.L. from this period devoted herself to a life 
of literature ; finding, under every circumstance, so 
much delight in the ualpouiing of her thoughts and 
feelings, as fully to compensate for the trials, great 
as ihey are, which every author, however di.stinguished 
and successful, must encounter* The necessity of ful- 
filling engi^ements to the day— of writing against time, 
often imder the infiiction of indisposition or mental 
anxiety, form some of the numerous drawbacks which 
those who cauuot command litenuy leisure experience ; 
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wilh which she was frequently compelled to comhat, 

though borne with clieeriulness, could not fail to i)r(>- 
dnce occasional depression of spirits, and to give to her 
iirst views of the realities of life^ somewhat of a melan- 
choly character* 

LAj.L. totally destitute of what is called worldly 
wisdom, unconscious of a thought or feeling that needed 
disguise, and utia})pi'ehensiTe of any misinterpretation 
of her words or actions, was not prepared for the stiic- 
tures which in some instances were certainly provoked 
by envy at her success, bhe felt all that was unkind 
▼ery keenly, but, conscious thai it was not merited, the 
eiFect was transient, or left no lasting impression u])on 
her mind. There was, however, a degree of perhaps 
constitutional irritability about L.E.L.'s dis|)osition, 
which though it never injured a temper remarkable for 
its sweetness, was manifested in various ways : when 
highly excited, sometimes from no other cause than the 
workings of her own imi^ination, she sufiered from 
a sensation of atmospheric oppression, wiucli, notwith- 
staudittg any inclemency of the weather, could only be 
relieved by rapid motion in the o])tii air. She would 
in this manner pace for hours in the garden, or, 
feeling that too narrow, seek a wider space. At other 
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tiines^ when the lit of inspiration, for such it might be 
deemed, caine on, ahe would surprise ber companions 
with some sudden burst of startling eloquence, 611ed per- 
haps with bitter fancies, and bearing little or no analogy 
to the conversation which had preceded it Her mind 
always active, seeking to disburden itself in a flow of 
words which, when she had no other auditors, were 
uttered to the winds. 

Though enduring illness with fortitude, the fine 
susceptibility of her nei vous system rendered her very 
impatient under pain ; she seemed to suffer more than 
others from spasms or cramps, or any transient attack 
of the kind, to which we are all more or less subject^ 
and has alarmed her companions frequently by a sudden 
paroxysm, for which the cause subsequently alleged 
seemed quite inadequate. These are trifling circum- 
stances to record ; but the tragical nature of her death 
renders e?ery point, however minute, which tends to 
throw light upon her character, of great importance : 
judging from my own acquaintance with her, I should 
say, that she was exactly the person who would fly to 
the most desperate remedy for relief from pain, but 
unless in some moment of actual delirium, brought on 
by excessive bodily anguL^h, f>he never wiiiuiiy would 
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have destitfvetl herself. I feci ihat 1 huve some ligiU 
to ofier this opinimi, siDce 1 have stood at her side 
when her menta] snfferings have been so intense, her 
afflicuons of so trying a nature, numerous causes com* 
biniDg at once to overpower her with a weight almost 
too heavj to bear, that, could distxes.^ of muni bare driren 
her to so fatal an act, I cannot hat think that it would 
have been cumuiilted long ago. These uials, however, 
refer to a later period of life. 

No one could belter bear to be told of fenlts ; whether 
connected with her whtings> or merely personal, she 
either refidily admitted, or playfully defended them, 
and nothing could exceed the amiable manner in wiiich 
she accommodated herself U> the ways of those with 
whom she resided. The great delight of her Hfe 
seemed to be that of obl^^ others, anticipatiog the 
wuiits and wbhes of her fiiends in the kindest and 
most conanderote manner, and continually lavishing 
gifts u])on them, which were rich or trifling, according 
to her means, and always rendered vaJuable by some 
pleasing trait of charMer connected with the occasion. 
While thus generous, she was also scrupidoii^ly just 
in all her pecuniary dealings, and simple in her own 
habiU and laijles ; nothing was spent in self-indulgence. 
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A record of L. E.L*s persuuai expenses wo4ild have 
astonished many who were acquainted with the amount 
of the sums which she earned, and knew how often 
she overtasked herself in their acquirement A better 
acquaintance with habits of business would probably 
have saved her from the sad necessity which was so 
frequently injurious to her health ; but had her life 
been spared, she would liave been amply repaid for the 
exertions and the sacrifices made so cheerftilly for 
those she loved. 

As a companion and friend^ under every mood and 
fancy, L« E. L. was most interesting, most delightful : 
a year, one of the happiest of my life, spent under the 
same roof with her, cemented a friendship formed 
long before, and which never suffered deviation or 
diminution* It may indeed be said, to JL £. L/s 
honour, that she retiiiued, to the last liioujeiit of 
existence all the ftiends thus domesticated with her, 
those who knew her most intimately being the most 
fondly attached* No one ever possessed a stronger pha- 
lanx of high-minded and devoted associates, who, how- 
ever differing in rank, pursuits, and, it may be added, 
tastes, all united in doing justice to her merits! her 
whole life, as it has been previously stated, being spent in 
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a domestic circle of her own sex, wLu were cognizant of 
all her aclians, and between whom no cloud ever arose. 
With the exception of an excursion to Paris, umde 
with a lady of the highest rank and iuiiuence, her time 
was passed either with her relatives in the country, or 
under the roof of liiends in London, by whom she will 
long be remembered with feelings of love and regret* 

L. E, L. secluded herself much less froia those wiih 
whom she lived in domestic intercourse, than could 
have been expected from the muhiplicily ot her lileraiy 
undertakings, and the multifarious nature of her studies. 
She not only ^ad, but thoroughly understood, and 
entered into the merits of every book that came out ; 
while it is merely necessary to refer to her printed 
works, to calculate the amount of information which 
she had gathered from preceding authors. The 
history and iilcruLure of all ages and all countries were 
^miliar to her ; nor did she acquire any portion of her 
knowledge in a superficial manner ; the extent of her 
learning, and the depth of her research, mauilesliiig 
themselves in publications which do not bear her name ; 
her claim to them being only known to hieuds, who, 
like myself, had access to her desk, and witli whom she 
knew the secret might be safely liu^sted. Witty, fanciful, 
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acute, autl discriiuiiiating, how greatly was the pleasure 
of leadiDg enhanced, when she perused the same page; 
never was there a more kind or generous critic, one 
who so instantaneously detected the beauties of a work, 
and 80 thoroughly enjoyed them. The warm and 
graceful homage which she paid to talent of every 
kind, the delight which she took in the literary tri- 
umphs of lier conteuiporaiiei5, and the encouragement 
which she gave to those who required it, were as un- 
affected ixs they were aiiiiable. She had no exclusive 
tastes, every department of literature afibrdiug grati- 
fication to a mind which deliglited fis much in the 
flowers beueatli iier ieet, as in the stai's tliat made the 
heaven ahove her glorious. 

L. E. L. possessed a keen relish for the ridiculous, 
andireqnently amused herself by putting grave things in 
a ludicrous point of view; but there was uuihiug iii- 
natured or unkind in her satire, all her errors in that way 
being those of thoughtlessness. It would be difficult 
to name her fitvourite authors, there were so many to 
which she recurred with never-ceasing delight. Few 
things pleased her better than to get hold of some old 
by-gone work, which had not been part or parcel of 
her juvenile studies. Well do I reineiiiber our sending 
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to Hookham's for a box of iong-neglected novels, and tlie 

eagemess with which she perused the antiquated volumes, 
though I can only vecollect the title of oue, and the im* 
pression which it made upon her — Sydney Bidduiph. 

All vmks of art afforded L. E.L. great enjoyment; 
though not using the pencil herself, she saw every thing 
with a painter's eye, making pictures in her mind, and 
being struck, even in the crowded streets, with any fine 
effect of light or sbude falling upon picturesque archi- 
tecture. She was Ibnd, in her poems, of suggesting 
subjects for the sister art» and many iiublu works uiigbt 
be executed from the glowing delineations of her erer* 
rivid pen. Music she did not profess to like, but no 
one more thoroughly enjoyed that which i^pealed to 
the mind rather than the ear. I have been with her to 
the Opera before she had acquired a taste for Italian 
music, and when we had some difficulty in persuading 
ber to accompany us ; and though at first inattentive, 
have seen ber quit her seat, chosen in a remote comer, 
and kneel down in the front of the box, with eyes dilat- 
ing and bosom heaving, as she gave her whole sotil to 
Pasta. Those, too, who bare observed how delightedly 
she listened to Mr. Lovers songs, and how anxiously 
she expressed her wish that be would give popukrity 
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to^ the neglected airs which i>oulhed her childhood^ 
could not doubt that her fine perceptions extended lo 
music, as well as to other emanations of genius. Much 
of L.E«L'8 childish mismes resulted from the too 
common absurdity of forcing every young Lidy to play 
upon the piano ; but though she emancipated herself as 
speedily as poamble from a species of drudgery which 
she iouud very irksome, she took some paius, at a 
subsequent period of her life, to leam a few sets of 
quadiillesj in order that she might be qualiiied to perfoiin 
the part of musician while her friends were dancing; 
and o( such traits of kindness was her whole life made up. 

The conversation of L. R.L. was as biilliant as her 
writings, shining upon all occasions which called it 
foithy not mei'ely in society where she was the idol, but 
as the solitary companion of the ruFol walk, or fire-side, 
always ready to luiiusu and be amused, and avenging 
any little quarrel with the world by the utterance of 
some misanthropic sentiment, the only ebullition of 
temper she was ever known to indulge. L. £ . L. though 
she could not be tmconscious of her own powers, was 
the least exacting person imaginable, she had no am- 
bitious feelings to gratify, no desure to appear at tlie 

liead of a coterie, or to pai'ade hcr:>elf iu her literary: 
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dmraeter. She was delighted and gratified whai 
sought out by men or women of genius, but she 
never put herself forwavd in any way to coart applause. 
Neither did she set move than their proper value upon 
the duttinctions of rank and wealthy or avail herself of 
the numerous advances made by parties moving in 
the highest circles. Many of her intimate friends 
belonged to the most distinguished class of society, 
but these were endeared to her by circumstances inde- 
pendent of their position and influence, and would 
also have been her friends had they moved hi a less 
exalted sphere. She never cared for mere acquaintance, 
those who approached her were either all, or nothing ; 
and her indifference in this respect wounded the self- 
love of many who'were desirous to add so great an 
attraction to their parties. Nothing could be more 
onpiemeditated than the brilliant displays which L. £• L. 
so iVequently made of her conversational powers, which 
indeed were upon many occasions wasted upon people 
very incapable of appreciating them, being called forth 
by some sudden impulse of her own mind* When in 
company with persons of congenial tastes and feelings* 
she never tiuled; but in large assemblies, in which 
expectation had been highly raised, a considerable degree 
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ul' €lisa]>])oiiitiaeiil lias been experienced, eitlier l>v her 
leinahiing silent, or» in consequence of some whim, 
exhibiting herself in a chamcter perfectly foreigii to 
her own, expressing sentiments, and mainteining opin- 
ions, which gave those who baw nothing beyond the 
siirfiice, an idea that she must in reality be a very nuin- 
tellectoal person. 

Though exceedingly indifferent concerning all tiiat 
related to the mere vanities of worldly intercourse, 
and not caring to number lord.s and ladies amongst her 
acquaintance, for the sake of their titles alone; L, E. L. 
was by no means insensible to the more flattering tes- 
timonies of the esteem in which slie was held by those 
whose good ojnuion conferred hononr. During 
her canvass for the election of her brother, the Rev. 
Whittingtou Landon, to the Secretaryship of the 
Literary Fund, the gratifying letters which she received 
from noblemen and gendemen, distinguished alike for 
talent, character, and station, were duly appreciated by 
one^ who was herself always so ready to acknowledge, 
and pay homage to merit of every kind. It is said, 
and there is no reason to doubt the statement, that* 
upon the occasion of this election, a cabinet council was 
broken up bouie minutes be lore the usual time, fur the 
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purpose of enabling several of the miniaters to go down, 

in person, to vote for Mr. Landon, who, though in 
every respect most eligible to tbe office, certainly owed 
his appointment to the high estimation in which his 
sister was universally held. Upon the accession of the 
Queen, many of Miss Landon*s friends suggested the 
propriety of her being presented at court, strongly 
advising her, at Hhe same time, to employ the interest 
which she so evideiiily possessed, in an endeavour to 
obtain a pension from a government liberal in its pa- 
tronage of literary talent. But while straining every 
nerve to procure the advancement in life of one dear to 
her, she was careless concerning her own ; and could 
not be persuaded to take a step which had only personal 
advantage for its object. The opportunity was the 
more lavourable, in consequence of the general admi- 
ration accorded at the time, to the beautiful verses 
addressed to tbe Princess Victoria upon her coming of 
age, published as a Birth-day Tribute," which, it is 
known, had feaehed the eye of the Queen. 

L. £. L. could not he, strictly speaking, called hand- 
some ; her eyes being the only good feature in a coun- 
teniiuce, which was, however, so animated, and liglited 
up with such intellectual expression,as to be exceedingly 
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attractive. Gay aud piquant, her clear complexion, 
dark hair, and eyes, rendered her, when in heahh and 
spirits^ a sparkling bvuuctte ; and those who, from the 
style of her poetry expected a sentimental cast of conn- 
tenaiice, pensive, and iuU of tender thouglit, could 
scarcely believe that tliis lively girl, for such from her 
yuuthlui uppeaiituce she seemed to be, was the author 
of those mournful elegies which had impressed them 
with very different notions. 

The preitiness of L* E. L.» though generally acknow- 
ledged, was not talked about ; and many persons, on 
tlieir fir^t introduction, were as pleasingly surprised as 
the Ettrick Shepherd, who, gazing upon her with great 
admiration, exclaimed " I did na think ye had been 
sae bonny." Her figure was slight, and beautifully pro- 
portioned, with little hands and feet ; and these persona] 
advantages, added to her kind and endearing manners, 
rendered her exceedingly fascinating. Though upon 
first discarding her pinafores, L. E.L. was rather care* 
less about hejr dress, she afterwards manifested a very 
proper and womanly regard Ibr her personal appearance, 
attiring herself with great elegance and taste, and 
always, when left entirely to her own judgment, with 
perfect simplicity. I remember assisting at her toilette 
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tartibal costume, when we dressed her as Perdita, in 

the style of an Arcadian shepherdess, with a white chip 
hat and white roses ; and upon this occasion she was 
more admired than the belle and beanty of the room. 
Bright and intellectual as she was, it appeared to us 
that Sbakspeare would have been charmed with such 
a representative of his sylvan princess. 

The letters of L« £• L. were exceedingly characteristic, 
always written with great rapidity, and witliout the 
slightest premeditation. Distinguished by the easy 
gaiety which marked her conversation, the opinions, 
criticisms, and remarks, with which they were inter* 
spersed, were bo lively and just, as almost to induce 
a wish that she should have had no other employment 
than that of chronicling passing events, and painting the 
form and features of the times. Notwithstanding the 
pressure of other avocations, she wrote frequently, and 
at length, to a rather numerous list of correspondents. 
Her letters, if collected, would make a most interesting 
volume ; but a doubt npon my ])art, whether, without 
the sanction of the author, couhdential communications 
of the kind should be made public, has prevented me 
from availing myself of those in my possession. 

It is impossible, in writing about L. £. L., not to 

S5 



Digitized by Google 



MEMOIR OF 



revert every moment to the afiectiuuate kiaduess of her 
disposition, which extended even to things inanimate ; 
while her growing partiality for every work that she 
undertook was very lemarkahle. In commencing the 
Drawing Room Sciup-Book, she looked upon it as a 
mere collection of engravings^ to which it was no ea^y 
Uisk to give any poetical interest; and her first ellu- 
sions, beautiful as they were, being written under this 
impression, were less striking than those which suc- 
ceeded. The work» however, became familiar and 
captivating ; and she bestowed npon it the produce of 
the richest mines of her thought In her preface to 
tlie volume for 1839 she observes, For the last few 
years the Drawing Room Scrap-Book has been the 
cherished record of my poetical impressions, and my 
only poetical work ; and I grew gradually to look for- 
ward to June and July, as recalling my hrst keen 
delight in coin]K)sition." She had for some lime 
previous to her departure from iiiUgiaud, contemplated 
a republication of her &vourite poems, selected from 
this cheiished child of her fancy;" and now that tlie task 

• In one of her letters to Mr. Fisher, urp^in^ their re- 
publication, she says, " Some of my very huat poems have 
appeared in the Drawing Room Scrap Book," 
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has devolved u])on iiie, I feel a iiieluncholy pleasure iii 
marking those which had been the subjects of conversa* 
lion between us. She seems indeed to Kve again in 
the glowing pages of hei* song ; and all who knew her 
intimately, and were acquainted with the tone and 
temper of her mind, must take a mounit'ul interest in 
tracing throughout her works the thouglits and feelings 
to which she so frequently gave utterance, recalling 
uumients of confidential intercourse, trifles forming 
the base of many a gloria U6 suptibU actuie, in whicli, 
durectly or indirectly, the interlocutor may claim a 
part. Such memorials are of continual recurrence, 
and they were peculiarly delightful to me upon the 
perusal of the volumes published during an absence of 
three or four yeai*s irom England, in which, on my 
letura, I found old conversations recorded, and niuner* 
ous forgotten hints rising like ancient hieuds in every 
page* It was delightful also to trace the maturer views 
of a mind always progressing. With a more intimate 
acquaintance with the world, and a deeper knowledge 
of human nature, all that was merely fanciful gave 
place to thoughts of higher elevation and to sounder 
deductions ; and as she appealed less to the imagination^ 
she spoive more strongly to the heart. 

27 



Digitized by Google 



MEMOIR OV L.E.Lt 



The gaiety lhat to tlie last funned a striking ciuirac- 
teristic of L. £• L/s disposition, was at this later jieriod 
of her cureor strongly contrasted by the tone of de- 
spondence which continued to pervade her works; those* 
however, in contenij>laUoii, or in progress, on her 
departure from England, were constructed more in 
accordance with the general taste, and would have 
exhibited far less gloomy pictures of human life* Her 
gmcefnl deference to the representations of the friends 
whom she knew to be waniily interested in her literary 
reputation, inducing her to give up her own peculiar 
fancies. Though latterly her health had been in)i)aired 
hy very severe attacks of illness, the moment that she 
rallied she became as gay and as cheerful as ever ; nor 
did she ever appear to entertain any mi^vings re- 
specting the consequences of a residence in the delete- 
rious climate to which she was bound. 

Without in the slightest degree desiring to intrude 
opinions concerning the chances of happiness oilered 
in my lamented friend's marriage, it seems to he due 
to Mr. Maclean to say, that as the governor of Cape 
Coast Castle, he has distinguished himself by every trait 
that could do honour to the station which he held, and 

that he possesses a wide circle of friends to whom he is 
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eodeared by all those qualities which cau most justly 
recomroend ham to their esteem. If Miss Landon still 
retained lier prejudice in favour of heroes^ the perusal 
of Mr. Maclean's despatches was well calculated to 
awaken the first strong feeling. These documents 
can scarcely iail to inspire the highest sentiments ot 
respect and admiration for the comprehensive mind^ 
and daring spirit, which, with such inefficient means, 
could have achieved so much ; while a more intimate 
acquaintance, must also deepen the impression in his 
fiivonr : it can therefore he no subject of surprise that 
one who entertained so exalted a notion of the talent 
necessary to constitute the statesman and the soldier, 
should become unaffectedly and devotedly attached to 
him. No one could better appreciate than L. E. L. 
the high and sterling (fnalities of her lover's character, 
his philanthropic aud unceasing endeavours to improve 
the condition of the natives of Africa; the noble 
manner in which lie interfered to prevent the horrid 
waste of human life by the barbarian princes in his 
neighbourhood ; and the chivalric enei"gy with which 
lie strove to put an end to the slave-trade. L. E. L. 
esteemed Maclean the more, in consequence oi 

his not approaching her with the adulation with which 
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her ear had been accustomed, tu stitiety ; she was 
gratified by the manly nature of his attachment* 
Possessing, in her estimation, merits of thu lii^hest 
order, the iiifiuence which he gained over her pro-* 
mised, in the opinion of those who were best acquaint- 
ed with the docility of her temper, and her ready 
acquiescence with the wishes of those she loved, to 
ensure lasting hap]>iness. Before he would pcnnit 
Miss Landon to enter into an engagement with him, 
Mr. Maclean, in the njost honourable manner, stated 
all the privations incident upon a residence at Cape 
Coast Castle. No one could be more desirous that 
she should give the gravest consideration to the step 
she was about to take, or could more strongly impress 
upon her mind the magnitude of the sacrifice which 
she would make in acconi])anying him to the scene of 
his government. Ample tune was permitted for her 
decision upon this most important point ; while many 
of her friends endeavoured to dissuade her irom a pur- 
pose in which she must encounter the dangers of an 
unhealthy climate, and be subjected to the scarcely 
less trying evils to be endured in a remote colony ; but 
she never for an instant wavered. With a perfect 
knowledge of the kind of lil'e she would be obliged to 
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lead, the entii*e seclusiou froin the society to which she 
had been accustomed, and the diance of not having a 
single female couipaniou to cheer her soUtude, she 
determined upon sharing the fortanes of the man she 
loved. 

During an en^igeinent of several months^ Miss 
Landon possessed ample opportunities of becoming 
acquainted with the teuiper and disposition of her 
affianced husband, and she had daily before her the 
means of judging whether she conld be happy when 
domesticaled with liim upon a foreign and barbarous 
coast, a great portion of his time occupied by duties 
which would necessarily keep them apart, and depen- 
dent entirely upon her own resources for amusement. 
It may be added, that nothing of importance con- 
nected with Mr. Maclean s (brmer residence in Africa 
was concealed from Miss i^idon. Kot being in pos« 
session of any other evidence than that which has 
appeared in the public prints, concerning the par- 
ticulars of. Mrs. Macleans short residence at Cape 
Coast Castle, I cannot support my own opinion that 
its melancholy conclusion was wholly accidental, by 
stronger proofs* The regard which I entertain for the 

memory of my friend, rendei's it, however, my duty 
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to state a few circumstances^ not generally known, 
Telating to her marriage^ which at least will show that 
she quitted England a gay and happy bride, oppressed 
with no other sorrow than that which was occasioned 
by the pain of parting with her friends. 

Being desirous to avoid the bustle and parade of a 
public wedding, and the necessity which custom de* 
uiands of scclubiuii from society, wliicli would have 
abridged L.£.L«'s enjoyment of a visit paid to a 
fiunily to whom she was sti-ongly attached, the mar- 
riage ceremony was performed privately^ in the pre- 
sence of a few of the relatives of the bride, who 
returned to the hospitable mansion, which she. only 
quitted for the purpose of plighting her vows ; remain- 
ing with her Mends until her departure from England, 
Mr. Maclean not taking up his residence under the 
same roof, even after the marriage had l^eeii publicly 
announced. During this interval, those who were in 
the habit of seeing L. E.L. drew happy auguries from 
the g^ety and even joyousness which she manifested, 
the efllect produced by the new hopes now cherished, 
being so striking, as to be univei'suliy remarked. At 
our last interview, a very short time before her depar- 
ture, she assured me of her perfect happiness with 

32 



Digitized by Google 



MfiMOlR OF L.E.L. 

a sincerity of look and manner which could not be 

doubted, and the impression thus left on my mind 
was one of the most eheerfhl nature. On the 1st of 
January, 1839, the newspapers announced the sudden 
death of Mrs. George Maclean at Gape Coast Castle ; 
and these melancholy tidings were followed by the 
report of an inquest which sate upon the body, and 
which attributed the fatal event to ineaution in taking 
hydrocyanic acid while suffering under an attack of 
spasms. 

No further light has since been thrown on the 
melancholy &te of my early friend. 

£• R. 
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The publishers add to the foregoing account, the 

ioiiovvujg inosi a/Tectirig letter, dated the very inoming 
of Mrs. Maclean's death, which imfotind in her desk> 

and read at the in(|uest. 

Cape Coast Castle» Oct* 15. 

'* My dearest Maiie, 

'* I cannot but write you a brief account bow 1 enact 

the j)art of a feminine Kubiuson Crusoe. I must say, 
in itself, the place is infinitely superior to all I ever 
dreamed oi\ The castle is a tine building — the rooms 
excellent. I do not suffer from heat; insects there 
are few or none, and I am in excellent health. The 
solitude, except an occasional dinner, is absolute ; iroui 
seven in the moniing till seven when we dine, I never 
see Mr. Maclean, and rarely any one else. We were 
welcomed by a series of dinners, which I am glad are 
over — for it is very awkward to be the only lady — still 
the great kindness with which I have been treated, and 
the very pleasant manners of many of the gentlemen, 
made me feel it as little as possible. Last week we 
had a visit from Captain Castle of the Pylades. His 

Htory is very melancholy. He married six montlus 
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before he left England, to one of the beaatifiil Miss 

Hills, Sir Joku Uiirs daughter, aud she died just tin 

he received orders to return home. We also had a 

visit from Colonel Bosch, the Dutch goveruur, a most 

gentleinanly-like man. But fancy how awkward the 

next morning; I cannot mduce Mr. Maclean to 

rise, and 1 have to make breakfast, and do the honours 

of adieu to him and his oflScers — ^white plmiies, mns- 

tachios,and all. I think I never felt more eml>arra.ssed. 

I have not yet felt the want of society the least 1 do 

not wish to foiin new friends, and liever dues a day 

pass without thinking most affectionately of my old 

ones. On three sides we are surrounded by the sea. 

1 like the perpetual dash on the rocks ; one wave 

comes up after another, and is for ever dashed in pieces, 

like huniau hopes, that only swell to be disappointed. 

We advance — ^up springs the shining froth of love or 

hope — ** a liioinent white, and gone for ever." The 

land-view, with its cocoa and palm trees, is very strik* 

ing — it is like a scene in the Arabian Nights. Of a 

night the beauty is very remarkable ; the sea is oi a 

silvery purple, and the moon deserves all that has been 

said in her favour. I have only once been out of tiie 

fort by daylight, and then was delighted. The salt- 
an 
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lakes were iim dyed a deep crimson by the setting 
sun, and as we Tetnrned they seemed a fiunt violet in 
the twilight, just broken by a thousand stars, while 
before ns was the red beacon-lighu The chance of 
sending this letter is a very stidden one, or I should 
have ventured to write to General Fagan, to whom I 
beg the very kindest regards. Deaiest, do nol forget 
me. Pray write to me, ' Mrs. George Maclean, Cape 
Coast Castle; caje of Messrs. Forster and Smith, 
5, New City Chambers, Bishopsgate-street* Writeabout 
yourself; nothing else half so much interests* your 
affectionate, 

*' L. £• Maclean." 
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AN JiASTiiKN TALB. 

What is there that the world hath not 
Gathered in yon enchanted spot ? 
Where, pale, and with a languid eye, 
The fair Soltana listlessly 
Leans on her silken couch, and dreams 
Of mountain airs, and mountain streams. 
tSweet tliough the music f oat aiouiid. 
It wants the old iamiliar soimd; 
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And fragrant though the flowers are breathing. 
From iiiv iind near together vvrealliing, 
They are not those she used to wear. 
Upon the midnight of her hair. — 

She's vtiy ^uuiig, aud childhood's days 
With all their old remembered ways. 
The empire of her heart contest 
With love^ that is so new a guest ; 
When blushing with her Murad near. 
Half timid bliss, half sweetest fear, 
E'en the beloved past is dim. 
Past, present, future, mei^e in him. 
But he, the warhor aud the chief. 
His hours ol happiness are brief; 
And he must leave Nadira's side 
To woo and win a ruder bride ; 
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Sought, siroid in hand and spur on hed. 

The fame, that weds with blood and sleel* 

And while from Delhi ikr m&y, 

His youthful bride pines through the day. 

Weary and aad: thus when again 

He seeks to bind love s loosened chain ; 

He huds the tears are scarcely diy 

Upon a cheek whose bluuui is iaded> 
The very flush of victory 

Is, like the brow he watches, shaded. 
A thousand thoughts are at her heart. 

His image paramount o'er all. 
Yet not all his, the tears that start. 

As mournful memories recall 
Scenes of another home, which yet 
That fond young heart can not forget. 
She thinks upon that place of pride, 
Which frowned upon the mountain's side ; 
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While roimd it spread the ancient plain^ 
Her steps will never cross again. 
And near those mighty temples stand. 
The miracles of mortal hand^ 
Where, bidden from the common eye» 
The past s long buried secrets he. 
Those mysteries of the first great creed, 
Whose mystic fimcies were the seed 
Of every wild and vain belief. 
That held o*er man their empire brief. 
And turned beneath a southern sky. 
All that was faith to poetry. 
Hence had the Grecian fables biith, 

And wandered beautiful o*er earth ; 
Till every wood, and stream, and cave. 

Shelter to some bright vision gave : 
For all of terrible and strange. 

That from those gloomy caverns sprung. 
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From Greece received a gracelul cbaiige, 

TliaL spuke auother &ky and tongue, 
A finer eye, a gentler hand. 
Than in their native Hindoo land. 

Twas thence Nadira came, and still 
^Her memory kept that lofiy hill ; 
The vale helow, her place of birth. 
That one charmed spot, her native earth. 
Still haimted by that early love. 

Which youth can feel, and yoath alone ; 
An eager, ready, tenderness. 

To all its after-life onknown. 
When the iiill heart its magic ^gs» 
Alike o'er raie and common things. 
The dew of morning's earliest hour. 
Which swells but once Irom leaf and flower. 
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From the pure life wiUuo 8up])lied, 
A sweet but soon exhausted tide« 

There falls a shadow on the gloom. 
There steals a light step through the room. 
Gentle as love, that, though so near, 
No sound hath caught the list'uing ear. 
A mouicnl's fond watch o*er her keeping, 
Mumd beholds Nadira weeping ; 
He who to win her lightest smile. 
Had given his heart's best blood the while. 

She turned— a beautiful dehght 
Has Huiihed the ^mle one into ivse, 

Murad^ her love, retmed to->night, 
Her tears, what reeks she now of those P 
Dried iu the full heart s crimson ray, 
Kre he can kiss those tears awav— 
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And she is seated at his ieet. 
Too tisiid Ids dear eyes to meet; 
Bat happj; for she knows whose biow 
Is bending faodly o'er her now. 

And eager^ ibr bis sake^ to iiear 
The records red oi :jwurd and spear. 
For fan sake feels the eohnzr rise. 
His spirit ktndle in her eyes. 
Till her hctturt bfotifrg Joins the ciy 
Of Mtuad, and of Victory* 

City of glories now no inorej 
Uis caiup exteudb by i>ejapore. 
Where the Mshratta s haughty race 
Has won the Moslem conqueror's place ; 
A bolder prince now fills the thnnie^ 
And he will struggle ibr his own. 
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And yet," he said, " when evening falls 
Solemn above those mouldering walls. 
Where the mosqaes deave the stany air. 
Deserted at their hour of prayer. 
And rises Ibrahim's lonely tomb, 

'Mid weed-grown shrines, and mined towers. 
All marked with that eternal gloom 
Left by the past to present hours. 
When human pride and human away 
Have run their circle of decay 
And, mocking — the funereal stone, ' 
Alone attests its builder gone. 
Oh ! Tain such temple, o'er the sleep 
Which none remain to watch or weep. 
I could not choose but think how vain 
The struggle fierce for worthless gain. 
And calm and bright the moon looked down 
O'er the white shrines of that fair town ; 
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While hearily the coooaptiee 
Diooped o'er the walls its paiiqily» 
A wanior proud, whose crested head 
Bends moumlul o*er the recent dead. 
And shadows deep athwart the plam 
Usurp the silver moonbeam's rdgn ; 
For amy mined building cast 
Shadows, like memories of the past* 
And not a sound the wind brought nigh. 
Save the fiur jackal's wailing cry. 
And that came from the field now led 
With the fierce banquet I had spread : 
Accursed and unnatural feast. 
For worm, and fly, and bird, and beast; 

WhQe round me earth and heofen leooirded 
The folly of life's deq^enUe game. 

And the cold justice still awarded 
By tiuie, which makes all lots the same. 
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Slayer or shin, it matto not, 

We struggle, perish, are totgoll 

The earth grows green abofe the gone. 

And the calm heaven looks sternly on. 

'Twas folly this — the gloomy night 

Fled before morning's orient light ; 

City and river owned its power. 

And I, too, gladdened with the hour; 

I saw my own far tents extend 

My own piuud ciesceut o'ax tiiem bend j 

I heard the tniinpef s glofious voiee 

Summon the warriors of my choice. 

Again impatient on to lead, 

I sprang upon my raven steed. 

Again I felt my father s blood 

Pour through my veins its burning flood. 

My scimetar around I swung, 

Forth to the air its lightning sprung, 
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A beauuiul and fiery light. 
The meteor of the coming fight. 

" I tamed from each fovgotten grave 
To others^ w)Mch the name they bear 

Will long firom old oblivion save 
The heroes of the race I share. 
I thought upon the lonely isle* 
Where deeps the lion-king the while« 

■ Shere Shah's Tomb — is situate at Sasseram, in the 
centre of a tank of water, about a mile in circumfcrt'nce. 
The namp of so renowned a warrior would be likely to occur 
to a young and enterprising chief, who must, of cotirst', \w 
familiar with his history. His ori^nnal name was P'erid, 
changed to Shere Chan, in consequence of having killed a 
tiger with one blow of bis sabre. At the siege of Cailinger. 
be was mortally wounded by the bursting of a shell. ** In 
this dreadful condition, the king began to breathe in great 
agonies: he, however, encouraged the attack, and gave 
orders, tiU^ in the evening, news was broaght him of the 
tcduction of the place: he then cried out» 'Thanks to Ai* 
mighty God,* and expired.**— Dew*! Hithry 1/ BmdoitmH. 
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Who looked on death, yet paused to die 
Till comraded by Vic lory. 
And he, the noblest of my line. 
Whose tomb is now the warrior's shrine, 
(Where I were well content to ^e. 
So that such fame might live with me.) 
The light of peace, the storm of war. 
Lord of die earthy our proud Akbar, 

" What thongh our passing day but be 
A bubble on eternity ; 
Small though the circle is, yet still 
Tis 0IU3 to colour at our wilL 
Mine be that couiicioujiness of life 
Which has its energies from strife. 
Which lives its utmost, knows its power. 
Claims from the mind its utmost dower — 
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With fiety pulse^ and I'eady hand. 
That wills, and willing wins couuiiauu — 
TiiaL boldly takes from earth its best — 
To whom the grave can be but rest 
Mine the fierce free existence spent 
Mid meeting ranks and armed leut : — 
Save the few moments wliicli 1 steal 
At thy beloved feet to kneel — 
And own the warrior 8 wild career 
Has no such joy as waits him here — 
When all that hope can dream is hung 
Upon the music of thy tongue. 
Ah! never is that cherished fiiee 
Banished from its accustomed phice — 
It shines upon my weariest night, 
It leads me ou iii thickest fight: 

All that seems most opposed to be 
Is yet associate with tliee^ 
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Together life and thee depait, 
Dream — idol — treasure of my heait.* 

AQBan, again Murad must wield 

His scimetar in battle-field : 

And must he leave his lonely flower 

To pine in solitaiy bower ? 

Has power no aid—has wealth no charm. 

The weight of absence to disarm ? 

Alas ! she will not touch her lute — 
What ! — sing ? — and not for Murad's ear ? 

The echo of the heart is mute^ 
And that alone makes music dear* 
In vain, in vain that royal hall 
Is decked as for a festival. 
The sumiy birds, whose shining wings 
Seem as if bathed in golden springs, 
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Though worth the gems they cost^and fair 
As tliose which knew her earlier care* 
The liovvers — though there the rose expand 
The sweetest depths wind ever fanned. 
Ah ! earth and sky have loveliest hues — 

But none to match that dearest red. 
Bom of the heart, which still renews 

The life that on itself is fed. 
The maiden whom we love bestows 
Her magic on the haunted rose. 
Such was the colour— when her cheek 
Spoke what the lip might never speak. 
The crimson flush which could confess 
All that we hoped — but dared not guess. 
That blush which through the world is known 
To love, and to the rose alone— 
A sweet companionship, which never 
The poet's dreaming eye may sever. 
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And there were tulips, whose rich leaves 
The raiubow 8 dying light receives ; 
For only summer sun and skies 
Could lend to earth such radiant dyes ; 
But still the earth will have its share. 
The stem is green— the foliage lair — 
Those coronals of gems but gluw 
Over the withered heart below — 
That one dark spot, like passion's fire. 
Consuming with its own desire. 
And pal6| as one who dares not turn 
Upon lier inmost thoughts, and learn. 
If it be love their depths conceal, • 
Love she alone is doomed to feel — 
The jasmine droopeth mournfully 
Over tlie bright anemone, 
1 lie summer's proud and smi-burnt cliild 
In vain the queen is not beguiled. 
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They waste their hloom. Nadira's eye 
Neglects them — let thein pine and die. 

Ah ! birds and Howers may not suffice 
The heart that throbs with sti'oiiger ties. 
Again, again Murad is gone. 
Again his young hiide weeps alone : 
Seeks her old nurse, to win her ear 
With magic stories once so dear. 
And calls the Ahnas to her aid. 

With gmeeful dance, and gentle singing. 
And bells like those some desert home 

Heai's from the camels neck iar ringing. 
Alas 1 she will not raise her brow ; 
Yet stay — some spell hath caught her now : 
That melody has touched her heart. 
Oh, triumph of Zilara s art; 
She listens to the mournful stndn. 
And bids her sing that song again. 
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SOKO. 

My luiieiy iute, how can I ask 
For music from thy silent stxinjps P 
It 18 too aoiTOwfiil a task» 

When only swept by inemoiy s wings : 
Yet waken from thy charmed sleep« 
Although I wake thee but to weep. 

Yet once I had a thousand song?, 
As now I have but only one. 

Ah^ love, whatever to thee belongis. 

With all life's other links, has done ; 
And I can breathe no other words 
Thau thou hast left upon the chords. 
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They say Camdeo*s* place of vest. 
When floating down the Ganges* tide^ 

Is in the languid lotus breast. 

Amid whose sweets he loves to hide. 
Oh, fidse and cnael, though divine. 
What dost thou in so &ir a shrine ? 

" And such the hearts that thou dost choose. 
As pure, as Mr, to shelter thee ; 
Alas 1 they know not what they lose 

Who chance thy dwelling-place to be. 
For, never more in happy dream 
Will they float duwu life's sunny stream. 

My gentle late, repeat one name. 

The very soul of love, and thine : 
No ; sleep in silence, let me frame 
Some other love to image mine j 
* The Indian Cupid. 
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Steal sadness iroin another s tone» 
' I dai-e not trust me with my own. 

Thy cboxds will win their monrnfal way. 
All treasured thoughts to them belong ; 

For Uiings it wei'e so hard to say 
Are muiuiured easily in suiig— 

It is for music to impart 

The secrets of the burthened heart. 

Go, taught hy misery and lo\e. 
And ihuu hast spells for every ear : 

But the sweet skill each pulse to move, 
Alas ! hath bought its knowledge dear — 

Bought by the wretchedness of years, 

A whole life dedicate to tears." 

The voice has ceased, the chords are mute. 
The singer droops upon her lute ; 
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But, oh, the fulness of each tone 
Straight to Nadira*8 heart hath gone — 
As if that mournful song revealed 
Depths in that heart till then concealed, 
A world of melancholy thought. 
Then only into being brought ; 
Those tender mysteries of the soul. 
Like words on an enchanted scroll. 
Whose mystic meaning but appears 
When washed and understood by teais. 
She gazed upon the dnger'a face; 
Deeply that young brow wcwe the trace 
Of years that leave their stamp behind : 
The wearied hope — the fever d mind — 
The heart which on itself hath turned. 
Worn out with feelings — slighted — spumed — 
Till scarce one throb remained to show 
What warm emotions slept below. 



22 



THE ZENANA. 



Never lo be renewed agaiify 

And known but by remembered pain. 

Her check was pale — inipassioncd pale— 

Uke ashes white with foimer 6re, 
Passion which might no more prevail. 

The rose had been its own sweet pyre. 
You gazed upon the large black eyes. 

And felt what unshed tears were there ; 
Dee]), gloomy, wild, like midnight skies^ 

When storms are heavy on the air— 
And on the small red lip sat scorn, 
Wri tiling Irom what the past had burne« 
Bnt far too proud to sigh — the will. 
Though crushed, subdued, was haughty still; 
Last refuge of the spiiit s pain. 
Which hiids enduraoce in disdain. 
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Others wore blossoms in liieir hair. 
And golden bangles round the arm. 

She took no pride in being fidr» 
The gay delight of youth to chann ; 
The softer wish of love to please. 
What bad she now to do with these ? 
She knew benelf a bartered slave. 
Whose only refuge was the grave. 

Unsofteued now by those sweet notes, 
Which haU subdued the grief they t()ld. 

Her long black hair neglected floats 
O'er that wan face, like marble cold ; 
And carelessly her listless hand 
Wandered above her lute*s command 
But silently — or just a tone 
Woke into music, and was gone. 

" Come hither, maiden, take thy seat," 
Nadira said, " liere at my feet." 
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Aud, with the sweetoeas of a child 
W ho smiles, and deems all else must smile, 

She gave the hlossoms which she held, 
And praised tha siiiger*^ skill the while; 
Then started with a sad surprise. 
For tears were in the stranger's eyes. 
All, only those who rarely know 

Kind words* can teU how sweet they seem. 
Great God, that there are those below 

To whom such words are like a dream. 

" Come,** said the young Sultana, ** cooie 

To our lime garden by the river. 
Where summer hath its loveliest home, 

And where Camdeo lills his quiver. 
If, as ibou say est, 'tis stored with <io\vers. 
Where will he find them fiiir as ours f 
And the sweet songs which thou canst sing 
Methiuks might charui away his sting." 



Digitized by Google 



THE ZENANA. 



The evening banquet soon is spread — 
There the pomegranate's rougher red 

Was cloven^ that it might disclose 
A colour stolen from the rose — 
The brown pistachio's glossy shell. 
The citron where laint odours dwell ; 
And near the watermelon stands. 
Fresh from the Jumna's sliiniug sands; 
And golden grapes, whose bloom and hue 
Wear moiBing light and morning dew, 
Or purple with the deepest dye 
That flushes evening s iarewell sky. 
And in the slender vases glow — 
Vases that seem like sciilptursd snow — 
The rich sherbets are sparkling bright 
With ruby and with amber light. 
• A iiagraut mat the ground o'erspread. 
With au old tamarind overhead. 
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With dfooping bough of darkest green^ 
Forms for their feast a pleasant screen. 

Tis niglit^ but such delicious time 
Would seem like day in nordiem cHme. 
A pure and holy element^ 
Where light and shade, together bieut. 
Are like the mind's high atmosphere. 
When hope is calm, and bea?en is near. 
The moon is yotmg — her descent bfow 
Wears its ethereal beauty now. 

Unconscious of the crime and care, 
Which even her brief reign must know. 

Till she will pine to be so foir, 
With such a weary world below. 
A tremulous and silvery beam 
Melts over palace, garden, stream ; 
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£ach flower beneath that tranquil ray. 
Wears other beauty than by day. 
All pale as if with love, wad lose 
Their rich variety of hues — 

But ahy that languid loveliness 
Hath magicj to the noon unknown^ 

A deep and pensive tenderness. 
The heart at once feels is its own — 
How fiagrant to these dewy hours. 

The white magnolia lifts its urn 
The very Araby of flowers, . 

Wherein all precious odours bum. 
And when the wind disperses these. 
The fiunt scent of the lemon trees 
Mingles with that rich sigh which dwells 
Within the baubool s*^ golden bells. 

* A lavoiurittt hidian flower. 



28 



THE ZENANA 



The dark green pecpurs"^ glossy leaves^ 
Like mirnxn each a my receives. 
While limunoiis the moonlight falls, 
O er pearl idosk and marble walla. 
Those graceful palaces that stand 
Most like the work of peri-land. 
And rippling to the lovely shore. 

The river tremulous with light. 
On its small waves, is covered o'er 

With the sweet offerings of the night — 
Heaps of that scented grass whose bands 
Have all been wove by pious hands. 
Or wreaths, where feagnmtly combined, 
lied and white lotus dowers are twined. 
And on the deep blue waters float 
Many a cocoa-nut s small boat, 

* A tree usually planted b^ gravel*. 
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Holding witbin the lamp which bean 

The maiden's dearest hopes and pmyere, 

Watcb'd liir m ever eye can see, 

A vain but tender augttiy. 

Alas ! this world is not his home^ 

And still love tmsts that ngns will come 

From his own native woiid of bliss. 

To guide him through the shades of this. 

Dreams, omuiia, lie delights in these, 

For love is linked with iantaaies, 

But hark ! upon the phiining wind 
Zilara s music floats again ; 

That midnight breeze could never find 
A meeter echo than that strun. 
Sad as the sobbing gale that sweeps 
The last sere leaf vhich autumn keeps. 
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Yet sweet as wlien the waters 611 
And make some lone glade rnnacal. 

80N6. 

"Lady, sweet Lady, song of mine 
Was never meant for thee» 

I sing but from my beart, and thine— 
It cannot beat with me. 

•* You iiave not kueli in vain despair. 

Beneath a love as vain. 
That desperate — that devoted love. 

Life never knows again. 

What know you of a weary hope. 
The fetal and the fond, 
That feels it has no home on earth. 
Yet dares not look beyond ? 
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** The bittemess of wasted youth. 

Impatient oi iu teais; 
The drciii^ days, the feverish nighis. 

The long account of yews. 

■ 

The vain regret, the dream destroyed. 
The vacancy oi heart. 
When life's illubiou^y, uue by one^ 
Knt darken — ^then depart. 

The vacant heart ! ah, wor8e,^a shrine 

For one beloved name: 
Kept, not a blesi>ing, but a curse. 
Amid remorse and shame. 

To know how deep, how pure, how true 

Your early feelings were; 
But iiiuck'd, bt^liay d, di^duiu'd, uiid chung'd. 
They huie but left despair. 
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And yet the b^ppy and the young 
Bear in their hearts a well 
Of gentlest, kindliest syn)])athy, 
Where tears unbidden dwell, 

** Then, lady, listen to my lute ; 

As angels look below. 
And e*en in heaven pause to weep 

0*er grief they cannot know/* 

The song was o'er, but yet the strings 
Made melancholy marmurings ; 
She wandered on from air to air. 
Changeful as tancies when they bear 
The impress of the various thought, 
Fruiii meuiory's twiliglit caverns brought 
At length, one wild, peculiar chime 
Recalled this tale of ancient time. 
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THE RAKl*'' 

" There s dust upon the distant wiud^ and shadow on the aki^^. 
And anxiously the maiden strains ber long-expecting eyes 
And fiiocles she can catch the light fiir flashing from the sword. 
And see the silver crescents raised, of him» the Mogul lord. 

*' Siie btands upon a lofty tower, and gazes o'er the plain : 
Alas ! that eyes so beaatiful, should turn on heaven in vain. 
Tis but a sudden stonn whose weight is darkening on the air. 
The lightning sweeps the hill, but shows no comuig warriors 
there. 

* The RAKii — ^The gift of a bracelet, whose acceptance was 

expressed by the return of a vest. It is a Rajpoot custom. Where 
there is both valour aod beauty, it were hard not to fiud something 
of chivalric observance ; and the one alluded to excels in devotion 
any record of the old romances, however their heroes might be vauis 

aux damts. The chieftain to whom the Raki (angUce, bracelet) was 

I> 
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** Yet crimson as the moriimg rny, she wears the robe of pride 
That binds the gallant Humaioont a brother, to her side ; 
Hb gift, what time around his arm, the glittering band was 
rolled. 

With stara oi ev precious stone en wrought in shining gold. 

*' Bound by the Raki's sacred tie, his ready aid to yield. 
Though beauty wailed in the bower, and glory in the iield : 
Why comes he not, that chieftain vow'd, to tliis her hour of 
need ? 

Has honour no devotedness ? Has chivalxy no speed ? 



sent, became bound tu the service of some unknown dame, whose 
bright eyes could dispense no reward, inasmuch as he was never 
to see them, the ** bracelet-bound brother,*' and his adopted sister, 
never holding any uitereourse. Humaioon accepted this gage from 

Kumuvati, the princess of Clieetorc, and at her Minimoiis abaiidoin.*(i 
his nearly completed conquest of Bengal, and dew to succour, or at 
least avenge. 
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** The Rajpoots daughter gazes round, she sees llic pkm alar. 
Spread sbioing to the san* which lights iio trace of coming war. - 

The very stonu 1ms past away, as ueitber earth iior heaven 
One token of their syuipaihy had to her anguish given. 

And still more hopeless than when last she on their camp 

looked down. 

The roeman*8 gathered numbers close round the devoted town : 

And daily in that fiital tiench her chosen soMiers fiill. 

And spread themselves, a rampart Tain, around that ruined wall. 

Her eyes upon her city turn — alas 1 what can they meet. 
But iamine, and despair, and death, in every lonely street P 
AS oiiieu and children wander pale, or wiih despoiling eye 
Look farewell to their native hearths, and Uiy them down to die. 

She seeks her palace, where her court collects in mounilh^ 

bands. 

Of maidens who but watch and weep, and wring their weary 
hands. 
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Oue word there came from her white lips^ one word^ she spoke 
no moi-e ; 

But that word was for life and deaths the young queen named 
— ^thc Jojf • 

[the last, 

A wild shriek filled those palace halls — one shriek, it was 
All womanish complaint and wail have in its utteianoe past : 
They kneel at Kumavati's feet, they hathe her hands in tears. 

Then hurrying to their task oi death, each calm and stem 
appeal's. 

" There is u uii^luy cavern close beside the palace gate. 
Dark, gloomy temple, meet to make such sacrifice to fate : 
There heap they up all precious woods, the sandal and the rose. 
While fragrant oils and essences like some sweeit river fiowa. 

And shawls fxom rich Cashmere, and robes from Dacca s 
golden loom. 

And caskets filled with Oiient pearls, or yet more rare iiet- 

fume : 
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And lates and wreaths^ all graceful toys, of woman's gentle 
care. 

Are hea])ed upon that luynl pile, the geneml doom to bhure. 

Biit weep for those the human things, so lovely and so young. 
The panting hearts which still to life so passionately clung ; 
Some bound to this dear earth by hope, and some by love's 
strong thrall. 

And .yet dishonour's high disdain was paramount with all. 

** Her silver robe iiowed tp her feet, with jewels circled round. 
And in her long and raven hair the regal gems were, bound ; 
And diamonds blaze, ruby and pearl wereglitteringin her zone. 
And there, with starry emeralds set, the radiant Kandjar^ shone. 

•* The youthful Ranee led the way, while in her glorious eyes 
Shone spiritual, the clear deep light, that is in moon^t skies: 

* The KANiKrAR.^The Kandjar is a small poniard, set with gems, 
worn in the girdle of wyuX tenmleSy as a sign oi thi^ir rank. 



Digitized by Google 



THE ZENANA. 



Ptile and resolved, her noble brow was wortliy oi a lace 
Whose proud blood flowed in those bltie veins unconscious of 
disgrace. - 

" Solemn and slow wilh mournful chaunt. come that devoted 

band, 

And Kufnavati follows last — the red toTch in her hand : 

She lires the jiile, a death-black smoke mounts from that 

dreary cave — . . 
Fling back the city gates — the foe, can now find but a grave. 

** Hark the tierce music on the wind, the atabal, the gong. 
The stem avenger is behind, he has not tarried long : 
They brought bis summons, though he stood before his 
plighted bride ; 

They brought his summons, though he stood in all but 

victory's ])ride. 
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** Yet down he flung the bridal wreaili, he left the field Liiiwuu, 
All that a wanior might achieve, young Humaioon had done. 
Too late — he saw the reddening sky, he saw the smoke arise. 
A few faint stragglers lired to tell the Ranee's sacrifice. 

* 

But still the roonarch held a sword, and had adeht to pay ; 
Small cause had Buhadour to boast — the triumph of that 
day: 

Again the lone streets iluwed with blood, and though too late 
to save. 

Vengeance was the funersal rite at Kurnavati's gmve.'* 



Deep silence chained the listenei^ round. 
When, lo, another plaintive sound. 

Came from the river's side, and there 
They saw a girl with loosened haur 
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Seat her beneetfa a peepul tree. 

Where swung her gunah^ mouxuAilljr, 
Filled with the cooi aiid limpid wave« 
An offering o'er some dear one's grave. 
At once Zihia caught the tone. 
And made it, as she sung, her own* 

SONG, 

Oh weep not o*er the quiet gm^e. 
Although the spirit lost be near ; 

Weep not, for well those phantoms know 
How vain the grief ahore their bier. 



*■ GuaEAH. — The Gurmh in the water-jar which the Hindoo 
women poise so giaoefully on tbeir heads. Heber 0ieiitions» that 
they hang gurrahs on the peepul, a species of sacred tree ; and 

much planted about graves, tbat the spiiits of the deceased may 

flriiik thi: hoiy waves of the Ganges* 
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Weep not — ah no, 'tis best to die, 
£re all of bloom from life b fled ; 

Why live^ when feelings^ iriends, and iaith 
Have long been numbered with tiie dead ? 

They know no lainbow-hope that weeps 

Itself away to deepest shade ; 
Nor love, whose very happiness 

Should make die li usting heai t aiiaid. 
Ah, human tears m tears of fire. 

That scorch and wither as they flow ; 
Then let them iiadl for those who live. 

And not for those who sleep below. 

Yes, weep lor those, whose sihrer chain 
Has long been loosed, and yet live on ; 

The doomed to drink from life s dark spring. 
Whose golden bowi has long been gone. 
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Aye, weep ibr those, the weary, worn. 
The bound to earth by some vain tie ; 

Some lingerui- love, some foud regret, 
VTho loathe to K?e, yet fear to die/* 



A moment s rest, and then once more 
Zilaiu tried her memory s store. 
And woke, while o'er the strings she bowed, 
A tale of Riyahstan the prond. 

KISHEN KtiWKR.* 



Bold as the lalcon that frees the sun. 
Wild as the streams when in tonrenla they run, 

■ KisitEN Kow£a. — The history of Kishep Kower is of a later 
period than, properly speaking, belongs to my story. I trust 
the anachronism will be its own excuse. Without entering into 
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Fierce as the flame when the jungle s on fire. 

Are the chieftains who call on the daj-star as tSiie, 

Since the JNIogliuls were driven from stately Maiiduo, 

And left bat their nuns their reign to renew. 

Those hills have paid tribute to no foreign lord. 

And their children have kept what they won by the sword. 

Yet downcast each forehead, a sullen dismay 

At Ottdeypoor reigns in the Durbar* to-day. 

For bootless the struggle, and weary the fight, 

Which Adjeit Sing pictures with frown black as night : — 



the many intrigues to which she was sacrifieed, it is oiily needful 
to observe, that her band was claimed by the kings of .T( } puia 
and Joudpour. A destructive war whs the consequence, iur 
marriage with the one most incur the enmity of the other. 
A weak Either, and an ambitious mimster, led to the immohition 
of the beautiful victim ; an unmarried daughter being held to be 
the greutest possible disgrace. 

* The court, or divau, to use a terui familiar to most Lnglisii 
leaders. 
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** Oh fatal the hour, when Makundius dark pass 
Saw the blood of our bravest sink red iii the giuss ; 
And the gifts whidi were destined to honour the bride. 
By the contest of rivals in crimson were dyed. 
Where are the warriors who once wont to stand 
The glory and rampan of Riyahstan s land ? 
Ask of the hills for their young and their bmVe, 
They will point to the ?alleys beneath as the^r gra\'e. 
The mother sits pale by her desolate hearth. 
And weeps o er the infant an orphan from birth ; 
While the eldest boy watches the dust on the spear. 
Which as yet his weak hand is unable to rear. 
The fruit is ungathered^ the harvest unsown. 
And the vultiure exulu o er our lields as his own : 
There is famine on earth — there is plague in the air. 
And all for a woman whose &ce is too fidr." 
There was silence like that from the tomb, for no sound 
\\ as heurd from the chieftains wliu darkened around. 
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When the voice of a woman arose in reply, 
* i he daughters of Kujaiiblau kiiow how to die.* 

" Day breaks, and the earliest gloiy of mom 
Aiar o'er the tops of the mountains is borne ; 
Then the young Kishen Kovver wandered tluough tlie 

green buwers. 
That sheltered the bloom of the island of flowers ; 
Where a &ir summer palace arose mid the shade, . 
Which a thousand broad trees for the noon-hour had made 
Far around spread the hills with their varying hue. 
From the deepest of purple to faintest of blue ; 
On one side the courts of the Rana'are spread. 
The white marble studded with granites deep red ; 
While far sweejis the terrace, and lises the dome, 
I ill lost in the pure clouds above like a home. 
Beside is a lake covered .over with isles, 
As the face of a beauty is varied with smiles : 
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tSome siiudl, just a uest for the beruu that springs 

Fran the long gnoSy and flislies tbe light firan its mn^s ; 

Some bearing one palm-txee» Ihe stately and £ur, 

Alone like a coitium ak»ft in the air ; 

W iiile others have shrul^ and sweet pkuu liiai extead 

'Their boQ^ Id the stresin o*er whose nuiror diey bad. 

The lily that qneen^Iike npvears to the sun. 

The lo?eliesi iace that his light is upcm ; 

While beside stands tbe cypress, which darkens the vai'e 

With a foliage meant only to shadoir the gra?e. 

Bat the isle in the midst was the 6diest of all 

Where ran the carved trellis aix»und tbe light hall ; 
Where the green creeper's starry wreaths, scented an J hri^hi. 
Wooed the small purple dores 'ooud their shdter to fight ; 

There the proud oleander with white tufis was bung; 

And the iragile clematiis its silver showers duog. 
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Aud the nutmeg's soft pink was near lost in the pride 
Of the pomegranate blossom that blushed at its side. 
There the butterflies flitted around on the leaves, , 
From which every wing its own colour receives ; 
There the scarlet finch past like a light on the vrind. 
And the hues of the bayas like sunbeams combined ; 
Till the dazzled eye sought hrom such splendours to rove 
And rested at la^L .011 the soft lilac duv u ; 
Whose song seemed a dnge that at evening shonld be 
Ponr*d forth from the height of the sad cypress tree. 

Her long dark hair plaited with gold on each braid ; 
Her feelbouud witli jewels wliicli ilubli'd through the shade ; 
One hand filled with blossoms, pure hyacinth bells 
Which treasure the summer's first breath in their cells; 
The other caressing her white auteiope^ 
In all the young beauty of life and of hope. 
The princess roved onwards, her heart in her eyes. 
That sought their delight in the fair earth and skies. 
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Oh, loveliest tiine I oh, happiest day ! 

When the heart is unconscious, and knows not its. sway. 

When the favourite bird, or the earliest flower. 

Or the crouching fawn s eyes, make the joy of the hour. 

And the spirits and steps are as li^lit as the sleep 

Which never has waken'd to watch or to weep. 

She hoimds o er the soft grass, half woman half child. 

As gay as her antelope, almost as wild. 

The bloom of her cheek is like that on her years ; 

She has never known pain, she has never known tears. 

And. thought has no grief, and no iear to impart ; 

The shadow of Eden is yet on her heart. 

m 

The midnight has Coillen, the quiet, the deep. 
Vet in yon Zenana none lie down for sleep. 
Like frighted birds gathered in timorous bands. 
The young slaves within it are wi ujging tlieii bunds. 
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The iiK>iber bath covered her head with her veil, 
She weepeth no tears, aiid she luaketh uo wail ; 
But all that lone chainber pass silently hy ; 
She has flm^ her on earth, to despair and to die. 
Bat a lamp is yet burning in one dismal room. 
Young princess ; where now is thy woming of bloom ? 
Ab^ ages, long ages, have passed iu a breath. 
And life*s bitter knowledge has heralded death. 
At the edge of the musnud* she bends on her knee. 
While her eyes watch the b^e of the stem Chand Baee.^ 
Proud y beautiful, tierce ; while she gazes, the tone 
Of those high murky features grows almost her own ; 
And the blood of her race rushes dark to her brow. 
The spitit of heroes has entered her now. 

* The MtrsNUO — A sort of mati'ass assigned as tbe place 
ofbonour, usually ( ovcicd with gold ciotii, velvet, or embroi- 
dery, and placed on tbe floor. 

^ Chand Baee was the aunt of Kishen Kower, and on her 
devol?ed the task of preparing tbe unfortunate Piinceis. 

B 
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** * Bring the death-cup« and never ibr my sake shall shame 

Quell the piide ol my house, or dibhoiiuui iia name/ 

She drained the sherbet, while Chaiid Baee looked on. 

Like a warrior tbat marks the career of his son« 

But life is so strong in each pure azure vein. 

That they take not the venom — she drains it again. 

The haughty eye closes, the white teeth are set. 

And the dew-damps of pain on the wrung brow are wet : 

The slight ficame is writhing — she dnksto the gfouud ; 

iShe yields to no struggle, she utters no sound — 

The small hands are clenched — they relax — it is past, 

And her aunt kneels beside her — kneels weeping at last 

Again morning breaks over palace and lake. 

But where uxa the glad eyes it wont to awake. 

Weep, weep, *mid a bright world of beauty and bloom. 

For the sweet human flower that lies low in the tomb. 

And wild through the palace the death-song is breathing. 

And white are the blossoms^ the slaves weep while wreailmj^, 
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Ta strew at the feet and to bind round the head. 
Of her who was numbered last nig^t with the dead : 
They braid lier long tresses, tliey drup the i^liroud u'er. 
And gaze on her cold and pale beauty no more : 
But the heart haa her image, and long after-years 
Will keep her sad memory with music and tears*" 



Days pass, yet still Zilara's song 
B^ttiled the xegal beanty's hours 

As the wind bears some bird along 
Over tlie haunted orauge bowers. 

'Twas as till then she had not kiiuwu 

How much her heart had for its own ; 

And Muvad*s image seemed more dear. 
These higher chords of feeling strung ; 

" And love shoue brighter for the shade » 

** Tliat Others' sorrows round it flung. 
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It was one suiiry noon, yet sweet 
The air which through the matted grass 
Came cool — ^its bieesea had to meet 
A hundred plmnest era it could fua i 
The peacock's shinii^ feathers wave 
From many a joimg and graceful slave ; 
Who nlenl kneel amid the gloom 
Of that dim and perfumed room. 

Beyond, the radiant sunbeams rest 
On many a minaxet*s gUttering canst. 
And white the dazzling tombs below. 
Like masses sculptuiml uf pure snow ; 
While round stuids many a giant tree. 
Like pillars of a sanctuary* 
Whose glossy foliage, dark and bhght. 
Reflects, and yet excludes the light. 
Oh sun, how glad thy rays are shed ; 
How canst thou glory o*er the dead P 
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Ah, folly this of human pride. 
What are the dead to oue like thee, 
W liuse mirror is the mighty tide. 
Where time Sows to etamity ? 
A singie faee, a single age. 
What are they ia thy pilgrimage ? 
The tent, the palace, and the tomb 
Repeat the nniversat doom. 
Man passes, but upon the plain 
Still the sweet seasons hold their reign 
As if earth were their sole domain. 
And man a toy and mockery thrown 
Upon the world he deeoM his own. 

All is so calm — the sunny air 
Has nut a current nor a shade ; 

The vivid green the rice^fields wear 
Seems of one moveless emendd made ; 
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The Ganges* qiiiet waves are loUed 
In one broad sheet of molten gold ; 
And in the tufted brakes beside. 
The water-fowls and herons hide. 
And the stall earth might also seem 
The strange cxeation of a dream. 
Actual^ breathless — dead/yet bright — 
Unblest with life — ^yet mocked with light. 
It mocks our nature's fiite and power. 
When we look forth in such an hour. 

And that repose in nature see. 
The loud debire uf every iieai t ; 

But, oh ! thou inner world, to thee. 
What outward world can 6*er impart P 

But turn we to that daikened hall, ' 
Where the cool fountain's pleasant fidl 
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Wakens the odours yet unshed 
From the blae hyacinth s drooping head ; 
And on the crimson couch beside 
Reciiues the young and royai bride ; 
Not sleeping, though the water's chune. 
The lulling flowers, the languid time. 
Might soothe her to the gentlest sleep. 
O'er which the genii watchings keep, 
And shed from their enchanted wings. 
All loveliest imagmings : 
No, there is murmuring in her ear, 
A voice than sleep's more soft and dear ; 
While that pale slave with drooping eye 
Speaks moumfully of days gone hy ; 
And every phuntive word is ftaught 
With music which the heart has taught, 
A pleading and coniiding tone. 
To those mute lips so lung unknown. 
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Ah ! all in vain that she had said 
To feeling, shunber like the dead 

Had bade each paug that might convulse 
With fiery thi'ob the beating pulse. 
Each fiided hope, each early dream. 
Sleep as beneath a frozen stream ; 
Such as her native mountains bear. 
The cold white hills arouud Jerdair ; 
Heights dad with that eternal snow. 
Winch happier valleys never know. 
Some star in that ungenial sky. 
Might well shape such a destiny ; 
Bui till withiu the dark calm grave. 
There yet will run an nnder-wave. 
Which human sympathy can still 
Excite and melt to tears at will ; 
No magic any spell uilbrds. 
Whose power is like a few kind words. 
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TwB8 Strange the oontiastin the pair. 

That leant by that cool tbuntain's side 
Both very young, both very fair. 

By nature, not by fate allied : 
The one a darling and delight, 
A creature hke the inoniing bright : 
Whose weepiug is the sunny shower 
Half H^t npoQ an April boor ; 
One who a long glad childhood past. 

But left that happy home to *bide 
Where love a deeper shadow cast, 

A hero*s proud and treasured biide : 
Who her light footstep more adored, 
Than all the triumphs of his sword ; 
Whose kiiigdoia at her feet the while. 
Had seemed too little for a smile. 

But that pale slave was as the tomb 
Of her own youth, ol her own blooui ; 
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Enough remained to show how ^Eur, 
111 ulher days those features were. 
Still lingered delicate and fine. 
The shadow of theur piure oadine ; 
The smaii curved lip, the glossy brow. 

That melancholy beauty wore. 
Whose spell is in the silent past. 

Which saith to love and hqw, No more :** 
No more, for hope hath long forsaken 

Love, though at iiist its gentle guide 
First lulled to sleep, then left to 'waken, 

*Mid tears and scorn, despair and pride. 
And only those who know cau tell. 
What love is after hope s farewell. 
And first she spoke of childhood*s time. 

Little, what childhood ought to be. 
When tenderly tlie gentle child 

Is cherished at its mother's knee. 
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Wbo deems duil ne'er before, firom heami 
So sweet a thing to esrth was gifeiu 

But she an orphan had no share 
In fond affection's early care ; 
She knew not love mitil it oomi 
Far other, thon^ it boie that nanie« 

" I felt/* she said, *' all things grow bright! 
Before the spirit's inward Kght. 
Earth was more lovelj, night and day. 
Conscious of some enchanted sway. 
That flung anmnd an atmosphere ^ 
I had not deoned could brighten here. 
And I have gazed on Moohxeeh's 
As exiles )?atch their native place ; 
I knew his 9tep before it stirred 
From its gieen nest the eantioiis bird* 
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I woke, till eye and cbeek grew dim. 
Then slept — it was to dream of him ; 
I lived for days upon a woid 
Lefls watchful ear had never heard: 
And won iioin careless look or sign 
A liappiiiess too dearly uiine. 
He was my world — I wished lo make 
My heart a temple for his sake. 
It matters not — ^sucb passionate love 
Has only life and hope above ; 
A wanderer from its home on high. 
Hermit is sent to droop and die. 
He loved me not — or but a day, 
I was a flower upon his way : 
A moment near Ins heart enshrined. 
Then flnng to perish on the wind*" 
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She hid her face within her hajiUs— 

Methinki the matden well mighl weep ; 
The heart it has a weavy task 

Which uure<|iuted love must keep ; 
At once a treasure aud u curse^ 
The shadow on its tmivena. 
Alas, for young and wasted yean. 
For long nights only speut in tears ; 
For hopes^ like lamps in some dim urn. 
That but for the departed bum. 
Alas for her whose drooping brow 
Scarce struggles with its sorrow now. 
At first Nadira wept to see 
That hopelessness of misery. 

But, oh, she was too glad^ too young. 
To dream of an eternal grief; 

A thousand thoughts within her sprung. 
Of solace, promise, and relief. 
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Slowly Zilam raised her bead. 

Then, moved by some strong feeling, scud, 

A boon, kind Pkinceas^ there is one 
Which won by me, were heaven won $ 
Not wealth, not ireeduiu — wealth to me 
Is worthless, as all wealth must be ; 
When there are none its gifts to shxte : 
For whom have I on earth to caie f 
None from whose head its golden shrine 
May ward the ills that fell on mine. 
And freedom — 'tis a worthless boon 
To one who will be free so soon ; 
And yet I have one prayer, so dear, 
I dare not hope — I only fear." 

Speak, trembler, be your wish confest. 
And trust Nadira with the rest" 
*' Lady, look forth on yonder tower. 
There spend I mom and midnight ^ hour. 
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Beueath that lonely peepul Uree — '* 
Well may its branches wave o'er me. 
For their dark imaifas are e?er shed» 
The moumful tribute to the dead — 
There sit I> in fond wish to cheer 
A captive's sad and lonely ear. 
And strive his drooping hopes to laise. 
With songs that breathe of happier days. 
Lady^ methiuks I scarce need tell 
The name iLal 1 iiave loved so well ; 
Tis Moohreeb^ captured by the swoid 
Of ium, thy own unoonquered lord. 
Lady, one word — one look from thee^ 
And JVtumd sets that captive free." 



* Bishop Heber mendons a picturesque custom prevalent 
in one of the Rajpoot tribes. The death of a warrior \k 
only announced u> his family by bnuicbes of the peepul- 
tree btrewed bt;lurc hi^ door. 
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" And you will follow at his siUe ?" 
" Ah, no, he hath another bride ; 
And if I pity, can's! thou bear 
To think upon her l<me despair ? 
No« break the moiintaiu-chieitain'd chain. 
Give him to hope, home, love again." 

Her cheek with former beauty blushed. 
The crimson to her forehead roshed. 
Her eyes rekindled, till their light 
Flashed from the lash s summer night. 
So eager was her prayer, so strong 
The love that bore her soul along. 
Ah ! many loves for many hearts ; 

But if mortality has known 
One which its native heaven imparts 

To that fine soil where it has grown; 
Tis in that first and early feeling, 
Passion s most spiritual revealing ; 
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Half dream, ail poetry — whose hope 
Colours life's charmed horobcupe 
With hues so beautiful, so pure — 
Whose nature is not to endure. 
As well expect the tints to last. 
The rainbow on the storm hath cast. 
Of all young feelings, lore fint dies. 
Soon the woiid piles its obsequies ; 
Yet there have been who still would keep 
That early visiou dear and deep. 
The wretched they, but love requires 
TearSt teare to keep alive bis fires : 
The happy will forget, but those 
To whom despair denies repose, 
Frem wliom all future light is gone, 
The sad, the slighted, still love on. 
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The ghuriees^ are chiming the luoriimg hour« 
'ilie voice ui the in io^t is heard from the tower^ 
The turrets of Delhi are white in the sun, 
Alas ! that another bright day has begun. 
Children of earthy ah! how can ye bear 
This constant awakening to toil and to care? 
Out upon momingy its hours recalU 
Earth to its trouble, man to his thrall ; 
Out upon monuugi it chases the night» 
With all the sweet dreams that on slumber alight ; 
Out upon morning, which wakes us to life. 
With its toil, its repining, its sorrow and striie. 
And yet Uieie were luany in Delhi that day, 
Wlio watched the tirst light, and rejoiced in the lay ; 

* Thb GnuaaKB is a lort of gong, on which the botur 

is stnick when tlie biaztii tup fills, aiul sniks down in the 
water ui the vesbei on w hich it iloati^. This pnmitive luethud 
of icckoniiig time is still retained in iiulia. 
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They wait their young monarch, who comes trom the held 
Willi a wreath on his spear, and a deut on his shield. 
There's a throDg in the eaat, 'tis the king and Us train : 
And first prance the horsemen, who scarce can restrain 
Their steeds'^ that are wild as the wind, and as hold 
As the riders who curb them with bridles of gold : 
The elephants follow, and o er each proud head 
The cbattah that glitters with gems is outspread. 
Whence the silver bells Ml with their mnsical sound. 
While the ho wdah's'' red trappings float bright on the giound : 
Behind stalk the camels, which, weary and woni, 
Seem to stretch tbm long necks, and repine at the mom : 
And wild onjhe air the fierce war-echoes come. 
The voice oi the atabal, trumpet, and drum ; 

* One fashion I confess to having omitted : however, here it is 
in pLiia prose. The tails ol the chargers are often dyed a britrlit 
scarlet, which, when at full c-allop, has much the appearance uf 
leaving a track of Are after them. 

Tut. I lowDAU is the seat on the elephant's back ; often form«Ki 
of pure silver. 
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Half lost in the shout that ascends from the crowd. 
Who delight in the yoang» and the hrave, and the pioiid. 

•TU folly to talk of the right and the wrong. 

The triumph will cany the many along. 
A dearer welcome fiir. remains. 
Than that of Delhi*s crowded phdns ? 
8oon Murad seeks the shadowy hall. 
Cool with the fountain s languid fall ; 
His own, his best beloved to meet. 
Why kneels Nadira at his feet? 
With flushing cheek, and eager Ifir, 
One word hath won her easy prayer ; 
It is such happiness to grant. 
The slightest fancy that can haunt 
The loved one's wish, earth hath no gem. 
And heaven no hope, too dear lor them. 

That night heheld a vessel glide. 
Over the Jumna's onward tide ; 
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One watched that vessel iroin the shore^ 
Too conscious of the fireight it bore, 
And wretched in her granted vow, 
Sees Muohreeb leaoing by the prow. 
And knows that soon the winding river 
Will hide him from her view for ever. 

>i ext morn they found that youthful slave 
Still kneeling by the sacred wave; 
Her head was leaning on the stone 

Of an old ruined tomb beside, 
A fitting pillow cold and lone. 

The dead had to the dead suj^lied : 
The heart s last string hath snapt in twain, 
Oh« earth, receive thine own again : 
The weary one at length has vest 
Within thy chill but quiet breast. 
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LoDg did the yoang Nadim keep 

The memory oi that maiden's lute ; 



Long after those channed chords were mote* 
A small white tomh was raised^ to show 
That human sorrow slept below ; 

And solemn verse and sacred Hue 
Were graved on that fonereal shrine. 
And by its side the cypress tree 
btood, like unchanging memory. 
And even to this hour are thrown 
Green wreaths on that remembered stone ; 
And songs remain, whose tunes are fraughl 
With music which herself first taught. 
And, it is said, one lonely star 
Still brings a murmur sweet and &r 
Upon the silent midnight air. 
As if Zilara wandered there. 



And call to uiiud her songs, and weep. 
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Oh I if her poet soul be blent 

With its aerial element^ 

May its lone course be wheie the rill 

Goes flinging at its own glad will ; 

Where early flowers unclose and die ; 

Where shells beside the ocean lie, 

Fiird with strange tones ; or where the bnese 

Sheds odours o'er the moonlit seas : 

There let her gentle spirit rove. 

Embalmed by poetry and love. 



72 



KATE KEARNEY. 



Why doth the uiaiden turn away 

From voice so sweet, and words so dear ? 
Why doth the maiden turn away 

When love and flattery woo her ear ? 
And rarely that enchanted twain 
Whisper in woman's ear in vain. 

Why doth the uiaiden leave the hali ? 

No lace is lair as hers is fair. 
No step has such a fairy full. 
No azure eyes like hers are there. 
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The inaideti seeks her lonely bower» 

Although her fiither's guests aze met; 
She knows it is the midnight hour. 

She kuows the Hrbl pale star is set^ 
And now the sQver moon-beams wake 
The spuits of the haunted Lake. 

The waves take rainbow hues, and now 

The shining train are gliding hy. 
Their chieAain lifts his glorious brow. 
The maiden meets his lingering eye. 

The glittering shapes melt into night ; 

Anotlier look, their chief is gone. 
And chill and gray comes morning's light. 

And clear and cold the Lake flows on ; 
Close, close the casement, not for sleep. 
Over such visions eyes but weep. 
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How many share such destiny. 
How many^ lured by fancy's beam. 

Ask the impossible to be. 
And pine, the victnns of a dream. 



The fomantic story of Kate Kearney, who dwelt by the 

ebore of Killarney,** is too well knoAvn to need repetition. 
She is said to have cherished a visionary passion for 
O'Donoghue, an enchanted chieftain who haunts those 
beautiful Lakes, and to have died the victim **of foUy, of 
love, and of madness.'* 
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IN THE VALE OF NIGHTSHADE, LANCASHIRE. 



1 WISH ior the days of the olden time. 
When the hours were told by the abbey chime. 
When the g^oriocis mm looked down through the midnight 
dim. 

Like approving saints on the choir's sweet hymn : 
I think of the days we are living now. 
And I sigh for those of the veil and the vow* 
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1 would be content aloue to dwell 
Where the Ivy shut ont the sun ftom my cell. 
With the death's-head at my side, and the missal on my 

knee. 

Praying to that lieaveu which was opening to me : 
Fevered and vain are the days I lead now. 
And 1 sigh for those pf the veil and the vow. 

Silken broidery no more would I wear. 

Nor golden combs in my golden hair ; 
I wore them but ibr one, and in vain they were worn ; 
My robe should be of serge, my crown of the thorn : 

*Tis a cold fidse world we dwell in now. 

And I sigh for the days of the veil and the vow. 

• • ' » 

I would that the cloister's quiet were mine ; 
In the silent depths of some holy shrine. • 
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I would tell my blessed beads, aod would weep away 

From my inmost soul every stain of clay : 

My heart's yomg hopes they have left me now. 
And I sigh lor the days of the veil and the vow* 



** Through four centuries this religious house flourished, 
extending continually its revenues and its hospitality ; and 
how much longer the monks might have kept their stationt 
had not our eighth Henry and the Pope quarrelled about the 

divorce of Catherine of Arragon, it is itiipo.ssible to say,'*-^ 
Somes' Hintury of Lancashire. 
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It was a king in Africa, 

He had an only son ; 
And none of Europe s crowned kings 

Could have a dearer one. 



With good cane arrows five feet long. 

And with a shining bow» 
When but a boy^ to the palin woods 

Would that young hunter go. 

And home he brought white ivory. 
And many a spotted hide : 

When leopards fierce and beauliful 
Beneath his arrows died. 
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Anmnd his arms, around his hww, 
A shining bar was rolled ; 

It was to inai'k his royal bloody 
He wore that bar of gold. 

And oileu at hi6 lulkei b icel. 

The evening he would pass ; 
When, weary of the hunt, he lay 

Upon the scouted grass. 

Alas ! it was an evil day. 

When such a thiug could be : 
When strangers, pale and terrible. 

Came o'er the distant sea« 

They found the young prince mid the woods. 
The palm woods deep and dark : 

Thai day his liou-hiuit was done. 
They bore him to their bark* 
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They bound him in a narrow hoU, 
With others of his kind ; 

For weeks did that accursed ship 
Sail on before the wind. 

Now shame upon the cruel wind* 

And on the emel sea. 
Thai did not with some migh^ Btonn, 

Set those poor captives free : 

Or* shame to those weak thoughts, so i 

To have their wilful way : 
God knoweth what is best for all — 
The winds and seas obey. 

At length a lovely island rose 
From out the ocean wave ; 

They took hiin to the market-place* 

And sold him for a .slave. 
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Some built thew homes, and in the shade 
Of flowered and fragrant trees. 

They half fi»rgot the palm^hid huts 
They left 6r o'er the sea»t 

But he was bom of nobler blood, 

And was of nobler kind ; 
And eii^en unto death, his heart 

For itia( ,awn kindred pined« 

There came to him a seraph child 

With eyes uf gentlest blue : 
If there are angels in high heaven, . 

Earth has its angels loo. 

She cheered him with her holy words. 
She soothed him with her tea) s ; 

And ]jit> ingly she spke with him 
Of home and eaily years. 
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And when his lieart was all subdued 

By kindness into love, 
She taught him tioiii this weary eartli 
To look in fidtb above. 

She told him how the Saviour died 
For man upon the tree ; 
He suffered," said the liolj cliild, 
** For you as well As me.'*, . 

Sorrow and deadi have need of fidth — 

The African believed; 
As rain ialls fertile ou the earth 

Those words his soul received. 

He died in hope as only tliose . 

Who die in Christ depart — 
One blessed name within his lipSj 

One hope within his heart. 
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Dim thro* the sciilptiiied aisks the sunbesm fidb 

More like a dream 

Of some imagmed beam. 

Than iitLual daylight over iiiorlal wails. 

A strain oi music like the rushing wind. 

Bat deep and sweet 

As when the waters meet 

In one mysterious harmony combined. 

So swells the mighty oig^n, rich and full. 

As if it were the soul 

Which raised the glorious whole 

or that fidr buildiogy vast and wonderful. 
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Doth not the spirit feel its influence. 
All 

All thooghU that woHcUy ere. 

Strife^ tumult, mirth, and fear are vanished hence. 

The warid is put aside, within the heart 

Those hopes arise 

Thrice sacred mysteries. 

In which our earthly nature has no part 

Oh, Christian Fane, the soul expands in thee. 
Thine altar and thy tomb 
Speak of the hope and doom 

Which leads and cheers man to eternity. 
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A LEGEND OF TINTAOEL CASTLE. 

Alomb in the tosea%. Sir Lancelot rode 

O'er the neck oi his courser the reins lightly flowed 
A lid beside hung his helmet^ for bure was his brow 
To meet the soft braeie tfaal was fanning bim now* 

Aud " the flowers oi' the forest" were many and sweet. 
Which, crushed at each step by his proud coui*ser's lect, 
Gkive forth all their flragrance^ while thick over^head 
The boughs of the oak and the elm-tiee were spread. 

The wind stirred its branches, as if its low suit 
Were uxged, like a lover who wakens the lute. 
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And through the dark foliage came sparkling aud bright 

Like rain from the gi'een leaves, iii small gems of liglit. 

There was stillness, not silence, for dancing along, 
A brook went its way like a child with a song ; 
Now hidden, where rushes and water-£ags grow ; 
Now clear, while white pebbles were glistening below. 

Lo, bright as a vision, and fair as a dream. 
The face of a maiden is seen in the stream ; 
With her hair like a mantle of gold to her knee. 
Stands a lady as lovely as lady can be. 

Short speech tells a love-tale ;— the bail's sweetest woids 
Are poor, beside those which each memory hoards ; 

Sound of some gentle whisper, the liaunting and low. 
Such as love may have murmured — ah, long, long ago. 
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She led him away to aii odorous cave^ 
Where the emerald spars slioue like stars in the wave. 
And the green moss and violets crowded beneath, 
And the ash at the entrance hung down Ukb a wreath. 

They might have been happy, li love could bui learii 
A lesson from some flowers, and like their leaves tnm 
Round their own inward world, their own lone fragrant nest. 
Content with its sweetness, content with its rest. 

But the sound of the trumpet was heard fi!om afar. 
And Sir Lancelot rode forth again to the war ; 
And the wood-nymph was left as aye woman will be. 
Who trusts her whole being, oh, itilse love, to thee. 

For months, every sunbeam that brightened the gloom, 
8he deemed was the waving of Lancelot's plume ; 
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She knew not of the proud and the beautifiil quoQU, 

Whose image was treasured as hers once had been. 

There was man^ a fiiir dame, and many a knight, 
Made the hanks of the river ]ike fairy-land hright ; 
iViid among those whose shadow was cast ou tiie tide. 
Was Lancelot kueciiug at Geiievru's side« 

With purple sails heavily drooping around - 
The mast, and the prow» with the vale hly bound ; 
And towed by two swun», u small vestjel drew near 
But high on the deok wals a pall-covered bier. 

They oared with their white wiugs, the bark thro' the floods 
Till arrived ut the buiik where 8ii Lancelot stood : 
A wind swept the river» and flung back the pall, 
And there ky a. lady, the lairest of all. 
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Bni pale us a siatue, like sunshine on suow. 

The bright hair seemed mocking the cold face below : 

Sweet truantB, the btiuh and the smile both aie fled — 

Sir Lauceiot weeps as he kneels by the dead. 

And these are love-s records ; a vow and a dieam^ 
And the sweet shadow passee away from life's stream 
Too late we awake to regret — ^biit what tears 

Can bring back the waste to our hearts and uur years 
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SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE. 

DiYiNEST arty the stars above 

Were fated on thy birth to shine ; 

Oh, bom of beanty and of 1ove» 
What early poetry was thine ! 

The softness of lunian night 
Upon Ionian Bummer by. 
One planet gave its vesper ligbt» 

Enough to guide a lover's way ; 
And gave the fountain as it played 

The semblance of a silvery shower. 
And as its waters Ml, they made 

A muiiic meet for such an hour; 



Sf R THOMAS LAWRENCE. 



That, and the tones the gentle wind 

Won from the leaf, as from a lute. 
In nataral melody combined. 

Now that all ruder soond was mute ; 
And odours floated on the air. 

As many a nymph had just unbound 
The wreath that bound their rayen hair. 

And flung the fragrant tmses roimd. 



Pillowed on violet leaves, which prest 

Filled the sweet chamber with their sighs. 
Lulled by the lyre's low notes to rest, 

A Grecian youth in slumber lies 
And at bis side a maiden stands. 

The dark hair braided on her brow. 
The lute within her slender hands, 

iiut hubhed is all its music now. 
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SIR THOMAS LAWH£Nq£. 



She would uot wake him from bis dreams, 

Althpugh slie has so much to say, 
Althoogh the morniDg s wlitet beams 

Will aee her waniot torn away. 
How fond and earnest is the gaze 

U)}on these sleeping ieatui'es thrown. 
She who yet never dared to raise 

Her timid eyes to meet his own. 

She bends her lover's rest above. 

Thoughtful with gentle hopes and fears, 
/ And that unutterable love 

Wbich never yet spoke but ui tears ; 
She would not that those tears should fall 

Upon tha cherished sleeper's face. 
She turns, and sees upon the wall 

Its imaged shade, its perfect ^^race ; 
With cagur iiiiiid she marked each line. 

The shadowy brow, the arching head. 
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Till some creative ]>ower divine. 

Love's likeness o'er love's shadow spread 
Since then, what passion and what power 
• Has dwelt Hpon the painter's art : 
How has it soothed the absent hour, 
Witli looks that wear life's loveliest part 

Oh, paintFfr of our English isle, 

WhoAe name is now upon my line. 
Who gave to beauty's blush and smile 

All that could make them most divine ; 
Th^ fair Ionian's ancient daiin 

Was never paid, till paid by thee. 
And thou didst honour to her name, 

hy sliuvviiig what her sex can be. 



94 



THE COUNTRY RETREAT. 

Oh lone and lovely solitude. 
Washed by the sounding sea; 

Nature was in a poet s mood. 

When she created thee. 

How pleasant in the hour of noon 
. To wander through the shade ; 
The soft and golden shade which June 
. Flings o'er thy inland glade : 

The wild rose like a wreath above. 
The ash-tree's fairy keys. 
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THE COUNTUY RETREAT. 

The aspen trembling, as if love 
Were whispered by the bieeze ; 

These, or the beech s darker bough. 

For canopy o*er head. 
While moss and fingile floweis below 

An elfin pillow spread. 

Here one might di* eam tlic hours away. 

As if the world had not 
Or grief, or care, or disarray. 
To dai'ken humaii lot. 

Yet 'ds not here that I would dwell. 
Though fiur the place may be. 

The summer s favourite citadel :— 
A busier scene for me ! 
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. THE COUKTRV^. ReTREAT. 



1 love to see the human lace 

Reflect the hmnaD mind. 
To watch in every crowded place 

Their oppoeitea combiiied. . 

* * ■ 

There's more for thought in one brief hour 

In yonder busy street. 
Than all that ever leaf or flower 

Taught in their gieeu retreat. 

Pope's hackneyed line of " An honest man's the noblest 
work of God,"* fans a companion in Cowper's " God m«de 
the country, but man made the town both are the perfec- 
tion of copy-book cant. I am far from intending to depre- 
cate that respectable individual, '*an honest niun," but surely 
genittSy intellectual goodness and greatness, are far nobler 
emanations of the Divine Spirit than mere hones^. This 
is just another branch of that melodramatic morality which 
talks ut iu!*al felicity, and unsophisticated pleasures. Has 
a wife been too extravagant, or a husband too gay, all is 
settled by their agreeing to reform, and live in the country. 
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Industry^ intellect, and skill 
Appear in aU their pride. 

The glorious force of human will 

I riuuiphji ou every side. 

b a young lady to be a pattern person ; lorsuotii, she must 
have been brought up in the country. Your philosophers 
inculcate it, your poets rave about it, your every-4ay people 
look upon it as something between a plensure and a duty — 
till poor London has its merits as little undeistood us any 
popuhir question which every body discusses. I do own i 
have a most affectionate attachment for London — the deep 
voice of her multitudes haunts me like a passion.'* I 
delight in obstTving the infinite vaiiity of her crowded 
streets, the rich merchandise of the shops, the vast build- 
ings, whether raised for pomp, commerce, or charity* down 
to die harreUoigBn, whose music is only common because it 
» beautiful. The country is no more left as it was originally 
created, than Belgrave Siju tre remains its pristine swamp. 
The iorest has been felled, the marsh drained, the enclo- 
sures planted, and the field ploughed. AU these, begging 
Mr. Go\rper*8 pardon, are the works of man*s bands ; and so 
is the town — the one is not more artiticial than the other. 

H 



Digitized by Google 



98 



THE GOUiNiiliY RETKKAT. 



Yet toached with meekness, for on all 
Is set the sign and seal 

Of sorrow, sufieriug, aad thxail. 

Which none but own and feel j 

The hearse that passes with its dead. 

The homelesd beggar's prayer. 
Speak words of wuxning, and of dread. 
To every passer there. 

Both are the result of God*s good gifts— industry and intel- 
ligence exerted to tbe utmost* Let any one ride do¥m 

Highgate HUI yii a suinmer's day, see the immense imisa of 
buildings spread like a dark panorama, hear the ceaseless 
and peculiar sound* which has been likened to the hollow 
roar of the ocean, but has an utterly differing tone ; watch 
tbe dense doud that hangs, over all — one perpetual storm, 
which yet bursts not — and then say, if ever was witnessed 
hill or valley that so powerfully impressed the imagination 
with that sublime and awful feeling which is the epic of 
poetry. 
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Aye beautiful the dreaiumg brought 
By valleys and green fields ; 

But deeper feeling, higher thought. 
Is what the ci^ yields. 



» 
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SIR WALTEK SCOTT. 

* 



Dbad ! — ^it was like a thunderbolt 

To hear that he was dead ; 
Tliough for long weeks the words of fear 

Came from his dying bed ; 
Yet hope denied^ and would deny — 
We did not think that he could die. 



The poet has a glorious hold 

Upon the human heart. 
Yet gioxy is from sympathy 

A light alone — apart ; 
But there was something in thy name. 
Which touched us with a dearer claim 



• 
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SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

The eainest feeling borne to thee 

Was like a lioubehold Lie, 
A sunshine on our common Iife» 

And from our daily sky. 
Thy works are those iamiliar thingi 
From which so much of uiemory springs. 

We talked of them beaide the hearth^ 

Till every story blends 
With some remembered mtercom:8e 

Of near and dearest friends. 
Friends that in eazly youdi wm ours. 
Connected with life's happiest honm 

How well I can recall the time 
When first I turned thy page. 

The green boughs closed above my head 
A natural hermitage ; 
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And sang a little brook aloug. 

As if it heard and caught thy song. 

I peopled all the walks and shades 

With uaages of thine ; 
I ke liine-Uee waa a lady's bower, 

The yew-tree was a shrine : 
Almost I deemed each sunbeam shone 
O'er banner, spear, and monou. 

Now, not one single trace is left 
Of that sequestered npok ; 

The very course is turned aside 

Of that melodious biuok : 
Not so the memories can depart. 
Then gamer'd in my inmost heart 

I 

The past was Uis — his generous song 
Went back to other days. 
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With filial feeling, which still sees 

Something to love and praise. 
And cloeer drew the ties which bind 
Man with his country and his kind; 

It rang^throughout his native land., 

A bold and stiiring song. 
As the merle's hymn at matin sweet. 

And as the trumpet strong : 
A tonch there was of each degree. 
Half minstiel and half knight was he. 

How uiany a lonely mountain glade 

Lives in his verse anew. 
Linked with associate sympathy. 

The tender and the true ; 

i ui iiaLuic lias Iresh beuuly biuught. 

When animate with life from thought. 
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SIR WALTER SCOTT. 



Ti8 not the valley nor the hill, 

Tho' beauui'ui they he. 
That can suffice the Leai t, till touched 

As they were tonehed by thee ; 
Thou who didst glorify the whole. 
By pouring fohh the poet*s soul. 

• 

Who now could stand upon the hanks 
Of thine own silver Tweed ?*' 

i 

Nor deem they heard thy warrior's horn/' 

Or heard thy " shepheixl's reed ?** 
Innnotable as Nature's claim, 
The ground is hallowed by thy name* 

I cannot bear to see the shelf 

Where ranged tliy volumes stand. 
And think that mute is now thy lip» 

And cold is now diy hand ; 
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That* hadst thou been more common clay, 
So 8001^ thou had^t uot.pass^ sway, , 

For thou didst die before thy time, 

The tenem^ent overwrought. 
The heart consumed by its desire. 

The body worn by thought ; 
Thyself the victim uf ihy Jslirine, . 
A glorious sacrifice was thine* 

AIas» it is too soon ibr this-^ 

The future for thy fame ; 
But now we mourn, oa if we mourned 

A iadier's cherished claim. 
Ah i time may bid the laurel waiFC — . 
We can but weep above thy grare. 
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N£T£A more, when the day is o^er. 

Will the lonely vespers sound ; * 

No bells are ringing — no monks are singing. 

When the mooDlight blls axonnd. 

A few pale flowers^ which in other hours 

May have clieeied the dreaiy uiood ; 

When the votary turned to the world he had spuraed. 

And repined at the solitude. 

Still do they blow mid the ruins below. 

For fidlen we &ae and shrine. 

And the moss has grown o*er the sculptured stone 

Of an altar no more divine. 
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fountain's abbey. 

Still oa the walls where the sunshine ialls^ 
The ancient fruit-tree grows ; 
ADd o*er tablet and tomb^ extends the bloam 
Of many a wilding rose* 

lair tliuugk tiiey be, yet thej aeemcd to me 
To mock the wreck below ; 
For mighty the tower^ where the fragile flower 
May now as in triumph blow. 

Oh, foolish the thought^ that my fimcy brought 
More true and more wise to say. 
That still thus doth springs some gentle thing, 
With its beauty to cheer decay. 
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THE SEA-SHORK 



I SHOULD Uke to dwell whae the itep bloe sea 
RoGk'd to and fro m tnnqiiilly, 

As if it were wiliiug the halcyon s nest 
Should shelter through summer its beautiiol guest 
When a plaining murmur like that o( a song* 
And a silveiy Ime come the inures along: 
Now bathing — ^oow leaving the gentle shore. 
Where shining sea-shells lay scattered o'er. 

And children wandering along the strand. 
With the eager eye and the busy hand. 
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Heaping the pebbles and green aea-weed. 
Like treasures laid up for a time of need. 
Or tempting llie waves with tiieix daring feet. 
To launch, perhaps, some tinjr ieal: 
Mimickii^ those which bear aftr 
The wealth of trade — and the strength of war. 

I should love, when the sun-set reddened the foam. 
To watch the fisherman's boat come home. 

With his well-filled net and glittering spoil ; 
Well has the noon-tide repaid its toil. 
While the ships that lie in the distance away 
Catch on their canvass the crimsoning ray ; 

Like fairy ships in the tales of old. 

When the sails they spread were purple and gold. 

Then the deep delight of the starry night, 
Witli Its shadowy depths and dreamy light ; 
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THE SEA-SHORE. 



When far away spreads the boundless sea. 

As if it imaged infinity. 

Let me hear the winds go singing by. 

Lulling the wares with their melody : 

While the moon like a laolliur watches Llieir sleep, 

And I ask no home bnt beside die deep. 
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THE itElPLY OF THE FOUNTAIN. 

« 

How deep within each h 

. A thousand treasui'ed feeliugs lie ; 
Things precious^ delicute^ apart. 
Too sensitive for human eye. 

Our purest feelings, and oar best. 
Yet shrinking from the common view ; 

Barely except in song exprest, 

Aud yet liuw tender, aiid iiuvv true ! 

They wake, and know their power, when eve 
Flings on liiu webt ib Uausicut glow; 

Yet long dark shadows dimly weave 
A gloom round some green path below. 
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TH£ REPLY OF TH£ FOUNTAIN. 



Who dreams not then — the young dream on— • 
Life txaced at hope*8 delicious will ; 

And those whose youth of heart is gone» 
Perhaps have visions dearer still. 

They rise, Voo, wheu expected least, 

When, gay yourself, amid the gay* 
The heart from revelry hath ceased 
To muse o*er hours long past away. 

And who can think upon the past 
And not weep o er it as a grave ? 

How many leaves life's wmath has oast ! 
What lights have sunk beneath the wave ! 

But most these deep, emotions rise 

When, drooping o*er our thoughts alone. 

Our former direst sympathies 

Come back^ and claim us for tlieir own. 
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Such mood Is on the maiden's mind 

Who bends o'er yon clear fount her brow ; 
Long years, that leave their trace behind. 

Long yeiirs, are present with her now. 

Yety once beiure she asked a sign 

From that wild fountain's pliiiniive song ; 

And silvery, with the soft moonshine, 
Those singing waters past along. 

It was an hoar of beauty, made 
For the young heart s impassioned mood. 

For love of ils sweet self afiuid. 
For hope that coloui-s solitude. 

*' Alas, Lhe iiiiudea sighed, "since lirst 

I said, Oh fountain, read my doom ; 

What vainest fancies have I nurst, 

Of which I am myself the tomb I 

I 
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" The love was checked — the hope was vain, 
I deemed that I could feel no more ; 
Why, false one, did we meet again. 
To show thine influence was not o'er ? 

'* I thought that I could never weep 
Again, as I had wept for thee, 
That love wai> buried cold aud deep. 
That pride and scorn kept watch by me. 

'* My early hopes, my early tears 

Were now almost forgotten things, 
And dther cares, and other years 

Had brought what all experience brings — 

*' Indifference, weariness, disdain. 

That taught aud ready smile which, grows 
A hubit buou— a» blreums retain 
The shape and light in which they froze* 

! 

I 
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Again I met that fidthlesa eye. 

Again 1 heajd that channed tongue; 

i ielt they were my destiny, 

I knew again the spell they flung. 

^ Ah ! years have tied, since last his name 
Wu^ brealliud amid thti twilighl dim ; 
It was to dream of him I came. 
And now again I dream of him. 

But changed and cold, my soul has heen 
Too deeply wrung, too long unmoved. 

Too hardened ui life's troubled scene 
To love as I could once have loved. 

Sweet fountain, once 1 ubked liiy waveb 
To whisper hope's enchanted spell ; 

Now I but ask thy haunted caves 
To teach me how to say farewell*** 



THE REPLY OF THE FOUNTAIN. 



She leaued her head upon her hand. 
She gazed upon that fountain lone 

Which wandered by its wild-^wer stmnd 
With a low, luoumfulj ceaseless moaa. 

It soothed her with a sweet deceit 

Of pity, munnured on the breeze j 
Ah deep the grief, which seeks to cheat 
. Itself with fimtasies like these. 
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HEBE. 



Youth ! thou art a lovely tiiue. 
With thy wild and dreaming eyes ; 

Looking onwaids to thieir piiine» 
Coloured by their April skies. 

Yet I do not wish for thee» 
Pass, ob ! quickly pass from me. 

Thou hast all too mnch unrest. 
Haunted by vain hopes and fears ; 

Though thy cheeks with smiles be drest. 

Yet that cheek is wet with tears. 
Bitter are the frequent showers, 
Falling in thy sunny hours. 
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Let my heart grow calm aud cold. 
Calm to sorrow^ cold to love ; 

Let aflectious loose tiieir bold. 

Let my spirit look above. 
I am veaiy — youth pass on. 
All thy deaiest gifts are gone. 

She in whose sweet tarn the Gveei 
Bade his loveliest vision dwell ; 

She of yon biigbt cup and cheek. 
From ber native beaven fell : 

Type of what may never last» 

Soon the heaven of youth is past 

Oh ! £uewell— for never nune 
Can thy dreams again be mine ; 

Hope and troth and fidth are o'er. 
And the heart which was their shrine 

Uas no boon of tbee to seek/ 
Asking but u> re^t or break. 
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THOUGHTS ON CHRISTMAS-DAY 

IN INDIA. 



It is ChristmaSj and the sunshine 
Lies golden on the fields^ 

And flowers of white and purple 
Yonder iregnitit creeper yields. 



Like tlie plumes of some bold wanior^ 

The cocoa-tree on high, 
Lifts aloft its feathery hiaiiches. 

Amid the deep blue sky. 

From yonder shadowy peepul, 

The pale fiiir lilac doVe, 
Like music from a temple. 

Sings a buug of grief and love. 
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CHEiSTMAS -DAY IN INDIA. 



The em til is bright with blossoms, 
And a thousand jewelled whigs^ 
Mid the green booghe of the tamarind 

A suddeu si^ishiue flii^s. 

For the East, is earth's fint-bom. 
And hath a glorious dower, 

As Nature ther<^ iuid lavished 
Her beauty and her poirer. 



And yet 1 pine &a England, 

For my own — my distant home : 
My heart is in that island, 
Where'er my steps may roam. 

It is merrv there at Christmas — 
We have no Christinas here ; 

'Tis a weary thing, a summer 
That lasts throughout the year - 





QHRISTM AS-DAY IN INDIA. 



1 remember how the buimers 
Hung ruuod our aiicient hall. 

Bound with wreaths of shining holly, 
BrsYo winter's coronal. 

And above each ru&ty helmet 
Waved a new and cheering plu^)e, 

A branch of crimson berries, 
Aiid the Ia(e^ rose in bloom. 

And the white and pearly mialetoe 
Hung half concealed o'er head, 

I remember one sweet maiden, 

Whoisu cheek it dyed witli red. 

The uiuming waked with carols, 

A young and joyous baud 
Of suiail and rosy songsters. 
Came tri]))>ing hand in hand* 



« 

122 



CURISTMAS-DAY IN iNDU. 



And sang beneath our windows 

Just ihe round red sua 
Began to melt the hoar-fmt. 

And the clear eokl day began. 

And at night the aged harper 
Played his old tunes o*er and o*er ; 

From sixteen up to sixty, 

All were dancing on that floor. 

Those were the days of chiklhoody 

The buoyant and the bright ; 
When hope was life's sweet sovereign. 

And the heart and step were light, 

1 sliall come again — a stranger 

To all tliat once I knew, 
FcM* the hurried steps, of manhood 

From life's flowers have dash'd the dew. 
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I yet may ask their welcome, 
And return from whence I came ; 

But a change is wrought within me. 
They will not seem the same. 

For my spirits are grown weary, 

And my days of youth are o'er» 
And the mirth of that glad season 

Is what I cau ieel no more. 
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TO OLINTHUS GREGORY, 

OV HBARIIIO or TUB MATH OP BIS WBtT WOK, WHO WAi DAOWNSA At HS 
WAS KBT«f *NI1N» BY WATtB TO |fM FATHSRIi «0««B AT WOO&WlCH. 



Is tliere a spot where Pity's foot. 

Although unsandalled, fears to tread, 
A silence where her voice is mute^ 

Where tears, and only tears, are shed ? 
It IS the desolated home 

Where Hope was yet a recent guest. 
Where Hope again may never come. 

Or come, and only speak of rest. 
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TO OL1NTHUS GREGORY. 

They gave my baud the pictured scroll. 

And bade me oniy iancy there 
A parentiB agony of booI, 

A parent's long and last despair ; 
The sunshine ou the sudden wave. 

Which closed above the youthful head^ 
Mocking the green and quiet grave. 

Which waits the time-appointed dead. 

I thought upon the lone fire-side. 

Begirt witti all i^iiiar thought. 
The luture, where a father's pride 

So much from present promise wrought ; 
The sweet anxiety of fears. 

Anxious from love's excess alone. 
The Ibiid reliance upon years 

More precious to us than our own : 



126 



TO OLINTRU8 GREGORY. 



All past — then weeping words there came 

From out a still and darkened room. 
They could not bear to name a name 

Writteo so newly on the tomb. 
They said he was so good and kiud» 

The voices sank, the eye& grew dim ; 
So much of love he left behind. 

So much of life had died with him. 

Ah, pity for the long beloved, 

Ah^ pity for the early dead; 
The young, the promising, removed 

Ere life a light or 1^ had shed. 
Nay, rather pity those whose doom 

It is to wait and weep behind. 
The iatlier, who within the tomb 

Sees all life held most dear enshrined* 
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THE NiZAM'S DAUGHTER. 



iSaii 16 yvi a child in years. 

Twelve springs are on ber bee. 
Yet in her slender fonn appears 

The Ionian's periect grace. 
Her silktiu liair^ that glossy black. 

But only to be found 
There, or upon the. raven's back. 

Falls bwe^pii\g to the ground. 



THE NIZAM's daughter. 

Tis parted in two shining braids 

With silver and with gold^ 
And one large pearl by contrast aids 

The darkness of each fold. 
And for she is so young, that flowers 

Seem natural to her now. 
There wreaths the cliampac*8 snowy showers 

Around her sculptured brow. 

Close to her throat the silvery vest 

By shining clasps is bound. 
Scarce may her gracefal shape be guest. 

Mid drapery floating round. 
But the small curve of that veined thix)at^ 

Like marble, but more warm. 
The fairy foot and hand denote 

How perfect is the form. 
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. Upon tlte ankle and the wrist 
There is a bond of gold. 

No step by Greciau iouutaiu kism d, 

Was of diviner mould. 
In the bright girdle round her waist. 

Where the red rubies shine. 
The kandjarV glittering hilt is pkced. 

To mark her royal line* 

Her face is like the mouiiligbt pule. 

Strangely and purely &ir, 
For never summer sun nor gale 

Hon touched the softness there. 
Thm are no colours of die rose. 

Alone the lip is red ; 
No blush disturbs the sweet repose 

Which o*er that cheek ib shed. 

* The small poniard worn by Huidoo princesses. 

K 
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THE NIZAM's daughter. 



And yet the laige black eyes^ like night. 

Hare passiim and hare power; 
Within their aieepy depths is light 

For some wild wakening hour. 
A world of aad and tender dreams 

'Neath tluMe long la^ea sleep, 
A native pemiveuess that seems 

Too still and sweet to weep. 

Of sucli seclusion know we nought 

Yet sorely woman here 
Grows shrouded fipom ail common thought. 

More delicate and dear. 
And love, thus made a thing apait. 

Must seem the more divine. 
When the sweet temple of the heart 

Is a thrice-veiled shrine. 
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LONG YEARS HAVE PAST SINCE 
LAST I STOOD. 

A place of nicrced roiks, adown whose sides 
The mountain torrent rushes; on whose crags 
The rayen builds her nest, and tells her young 
Of former funeral feasts. 

Long yeais bave past since last I stood 

Alone amid this mountain scene. 
Unlike the future which I dreamed. 

How like my futare it has been ! 
A cold grey sky o'erhung with clouds. 

With showers in every passing shade, 
How like the moral atmosphere 

Whose gloom my horoscope has made 1 



LONG YKAKS HAVE PAST. 

I thought if yet my weary feet 
Could rove my native hills again, 

A. world of feeling would revive. 
Sweet feelings wasted, worn in vain. 

My early hopes^ my early joys, 
I dreamed those valleys would restore 

I asked for childhood to return^ 
For childhood, which returns no more. 

Sure]y the scene itself is changed ! 

There did not always rest as now 
That shadow in the valley's depth. 

That gloom upon the mountain-biow* 
Wild iiowers within the chasms dwelt 

Like treasures in some &iry hold. 
And morning o'er the mountains shed 

Her kindling world of vapoury gold. 



LONG YEARS HAVE PAST, 
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Another season of the year 
Is now upon the earth and me; 

Another spriog will light these hills — 
No other spring mine own may be : 

I must retime my unstrung harp, 
I must awake the sleeping tomb, 

I must recall the loved and lost. 

Eve spring again ibr me could bloom. 



IVe wandered, but it was in vain. 

In many a 6r and foreign clime. 
Absence is not forgetfolness. 

And distance cannot vanquish time. 
One face was ever in my sight. 

One Toice was ever on my ear. 
From all earth's loveliness I turned 

To wish. Ah that the dead were here ! 
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Oh ! weary wandering to no home. 
Oh I weary wandering alone, 

I turned to childhood's once glad sceue^s 
And found life s last illusion iiown. 

Ah ! those who left their chSdhood s scenes 
For after-years of toil and pain. 

Who but bring back the breaking heart 
Should never seek those scenes a^aiii. 
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THE FUNERAL. 

Makk you uot yon sad procession ; 

*Mid the niin'd abbey s gloom. 
Hastening to the wonn's possession. 

To the dark and silent tomb 1 

See the velvet pall hangs over 
Poor mortali^'s remains ; 

We should shudder to discover 

What tiiiiL coiliu's space contains. 

Death itself is lovely — wearing 
But the colder shape of sleep ; 

Or the solemn statne bearing 
Beauty that forbids to weep. 



THE FI7KERAL. 



But decay — the pulses tremble 
When its livid signs appear ; 
When the once-loved lips resemble 

All we loiitlie, and all we fear. 

Is it not a ghastly ending 
For the body's godlike form» 

Thus to the damp earth descending, 
Food and triumph to the worm P 

Better far the red pile blazing 
With the spicy Indian wood. 

Incense unto heaven raising 

From the sandal oiKs sweet flood, 

♦ 

In the bright pyre's kindling iashes. 

Let my yielded soul ascend ; 
I Jing to the wild winds my ashes 
'Till with mother-earth they blend. 



THE FUNERAL. 

Not 80> — let the pale uni keep them ; 

Touch'd with spices, oil, and wine 
Let there be some one to weep them ; 
Wilt thou keep that um P LoYCminel 
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Like some viskm olden 

Of hi other time, 
Wlien the age was golden. 

In the young world s prime 
Is thy soft pipe ringing, 

O lonely shepherd boy, 
\V iiat suug art thou singing. 

In thy youth and joy T 
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Or art thou complaining 
Of thy lowly lot. 

And thine own disdaining 
Dust ask what thou hast not ? 

Of the fiiture dreamiQg^ 
Weaxy of the past* 

1 or the present scheming. 
All but what thou hast 

No« thou art delighting 

In thy summer home ; 
Where the flowers inviting 

Tempt the bee to roam ; 
Where the cowslip bending, 

With its goldeu bells, _ 
Of each glad hour's ending 

With a sweet chime tells. 
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All wild creatures love him 
When he is alonei 

Every bird above him 
Siiigs its sollest tone. 

Thankful to high Heaven^ 
Humble in thy }oy. 

Much to thee is given^ 
Lowly shepherd boy. 
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Why did she love her mother^s so ? 
It hath wrought her wondrous wo. 

Ouce she saw an armed knight 
In the pale sepulchral light; 
When the sullen starbeams throw 
Evil spells on earth below : 
And the moon is cold and pale^ 
And a voioe is on the gale. 
Like a lost souls heavenward cry. 
Hopeless in its agony* 

He stood beade the castle-gate« 

The hour was dark» the hour was late ; 
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With the bearing oi a king 

Did be at the portal ring. 

And the loud and hollow bell 

Sounded like a Christian's knell. 

That pale child iilood ou the wall, 

Watching there, and raw it alL 

Then die was a child as £ur 

As the opening blossoms are: 

But with large black ejes, whose light 

Spoke of mystery and might 

The stately stnoiger's head was bound 
With a Imght and golden round; 
Curiously inlaid, each scale 
Shone upon his glittering mail ; 
His high brow was cold and dim. 
And she felt she hated him. 
Then she heard her mother s voice. 
Saying, Tis not at my choice ! 
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" Wo for ever, wo the hour, 
" When you sought my seciet bower, 
" Listeniiig to the woidof feai. 
Never meant lor human ear. 
"Thy suspicion s vain endeavour, 
'* Wo ! wo ! parted us for ever." 

Still the porter of the hall 
Heeded not that crown'd knight's calL 
When a glittering shape there came. 
With a brow of starry iiame ; 
And he led that knight again 
0*er the bleak and barren plain. 
He flung, with an appealing cry, . 
His dark and desperate arms on high 
And from Melnaina*8 sight 
Fled away through thickest night. 
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Who has not^ when but a child, 
Treasuied up some vision wild : 
Haunting them with nameless lear, ' 
Filling all they see or hear. 
In the midiilght's lonely hour. 
With a strange mysterious power ? 
So a terror undehued 
Entered in that infant mind ; — 
A fear that haunted her alone. 
For she told her thought to none* 

Years passed on, and each one threw. 
O'er those walls a deeper hue ; 

Large and old the ivy leaves 
Heavy hung around the eaves, 
Till the dadcsome rooms within 
Daylight never entered in. 
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And the spider's silvery line 
Was the only thing to afaine. 

Yem past on, — th» &ir dbiid nam 
Wore maiden beauty on het brow- 
Beauty such as rarely flowers 
In a fiillen world like outs. 
She was tall ; — ^a queen might wear 
buch a proud imperial air ; 
She was tall, yet when unbound. 
Swept her bright hair to the ground, 
Glittering like the gold you see 
On a young laburnum tree. 
Yet her eyes were dark as night, 
Melancholy as moonlight, 
With the fierce and wilder ray 
Of a meteor on its ray. 
Lonely was iter childhood's lime, . 
Lonelier was her maiden prime : 

L 
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And she wearied of the hours 
Wasted in those gloomy towers ; 
Sometimes through the sumiy sky 
She would watch the swallows Hy ; 
Making of the air a bath. 

In a thousand joyous rings : 
She would ask of them their path. 

She would ask of them their wiiigs. 
Once her stately mother came, 
With her dark eye*s funeral flame. 
And her cheek as pale as death. 
And her cold and whispering breath; 
With her sable garments bound 
By a mystic girdle round. 
Which, when to the east she turned, 
With a sudden lustre burned. 
Once that ladye, dark and tall. 
Stood upon the castle wall ; 
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And she marked her daughter's eyes 
Fix'd upon the glad sunrise. 

With a sad yet eager look, 
Such as fixes on a hook 
Which describes some happy lot. 
Lit with joys that we have not. 
And the thought of what has been» 

And the thought of what might be. 
Makes us crave the lancied scene. 

And despise reality. 
'Twas a drear and desert plain 
Lay around their own domain ; 
Bat» fur off, a world more fair 
Outlined on the sunny air ; 
Hung amid the puiple clouds. 
With which early moniiiig shrouds 
All her blushes, brief and bright, 
Waking up from sleep and night 
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111 a voice so low aud dread. 

As a voice that wakes the dead ; 

Then that stately lady said: 
Daughter of a kingly line»— 

Daugbtei*, loo, of race like mine,- 
Such a kingdom had been thine ; 
" For thy fiither was a king, 
" Whgm I wed with word and ring 
•* But ill un unhappy hour. 

Did he pass niy secret bower,— 
** Did he listen to the word, 
*' Mortal ear halh never heard ; 
" Fioui that liuui* of giici and pain 
" Might we never meet again. 
•< Maiden, listen to iny rede, 
Puniiihed for thy father deed: 
•* Here, an exile I must stay, 
« While he sees the light of day. 
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Child, his race is mixed in thee, 
^* With mine own more high degree. 
** Hadst thou at Christ s altar aVood, 

Btthed in tiw redeeming flood ; 
'* Thou of my wild race had known 
" But its loveliness alone. 

Now tliuu hast a mingled dower, 

Hnman passion — ^&iry power. 
*' But foiefend thee from the last : 
*' Be its gilts behind thee cast. 
** Many tears will wash away 

Mortal sin firoa mortal day. 
" Keep thon then a timid eye 

'* On the hopes that tiii yon sky ; 

" Bend thou with a suppliant knee. 
And thy aoul yet saved may he;— 
Saved bv Him who died to save 
Man from death beyond the grave." 
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Easy 'tis advice to give* 

Hard il is advice to take. 
Years that lived — and yeais to live. 

Wide and weary diflerence make. 
To that elder )adye*8 mood. 
Suited silent solitude : 
k ot her lorn heart s wasted soil 
Kow repaid not hope's sweet toil. 
Never more could spring-floweis grow. 
On the worn-out soil below; 
But to the young Melusine, 
Earth and heaven were yet divine. 
Still illusion-s puri)le light 

Was upon the morning tide, 
And tiiere rose before her sight 
' The loveliness oi life untried. 
Three sweet genii, — ^Youth, Love, Ho]>c, — 
Drew her future horoscope. 
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« 

Must such lights themselves consume? 

Must she be her own dark tomb? 

But &r other thoughts than these — 
« 

Life's enehauled phantasies. 
Were with Melusina now^ 
Stera and dark coiitiacts her brow; 
And her bitten lip is white. 
As with passionate resolve^ . 
Muttered she, — ^"It is my right; 
"On me let the task devulve: 
''Since such blood to me belongs; 

'' It shall seek its own bright sphere 
''I will well avenge the wrongs 

** 01 my muliier exiled here. " 

« « « * « . « 

Two long years are come and past. 
And the maiden's lot is cast; — 
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Cast in mystery and power. 
Worked oat by the wBtchlng hoar» 
By the word that Bpirits tell/ 
By the sign and by the spell. 
Two long years have come and gone, 
And thd nuuden dwells alone. 
For the deed which she hath done. 
Is she now a banished one ; — 
Banished frdm Her mother s arms. 
Banished by her mofher's charms. 
With a curse of grief and pain. 
Never more to meet again. 
Great was the revenge she wrought, 
Dearly that revenge was bought. 

When the maiden felt her powers. 
Straight she sought her iather*s towers. 
With a sign, and with a woird. 

Passed slie on unseen, unheard, 
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One, a paUid iniusirel bom 
On Good Friday's mystic msm. 
Said he saw a lady there. 
Tall and stately, strange and lair. 
With a stem and gliiteriog eye, 
liike a shadow gliding by. 
AU was fear and awe next day, 
For the king had passed away. 
He had pledged his court at night. 
In the red grape's flawing light. 
AU his pages saw hin sleqnng;. 
Next day there was wail and weeping. 
Halls and lauds were wandered o'er. 
But they saw their kli^ no more. 

Stnmge it is, and sad to tall. 
What the royal imight heieii. 
Far upon a desert land) 
Does a mighty monntaio sHiid ; 
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On its sumnut there U mow, 
Wliile the bleak pines moan below ; 
And within theie is a cave 
Opsnod lor a nwimrch's ^pratve. 
Bound in an ftnnhnntAd aleeD 
She hath laid hiiu still and deep. 
She, his only cfaUd, has made 
That strange tomb irhm he is laid : 
Nodiing moxe of earth to know. 
Till the final trumpet blow. 
Mortal Hp nor mortal ear, 
. Were not made to speak nor hear 
Thai aiicuxsed word which sealed,— 
All tho^e gioum^ depths concealed. 

With a look of joy and pride. 
Then she sought her moter*8 side. 
Whispering, on her bended knee. 
Oh ! my mother, joyous be ; 
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For the mountem tomots spring 

" O'er that iaithleas kiught and king." 
Not another word she spoke. 
For her §peeA a mid shriek hroke; 
For the widowed queen upsprang, 
Wikl her pale thin hands she wrung. 
With her black hair falling rouudy 

0 

Flung her desperate on the ground; 
While young Melusine stood hy. 

With a fixed and ieariul eye. 

When her agony was past, 
Slowly rose the queen at last ; 
With lier hlack hair, like a shniud. 
And her bearing high and proud ; 
With the mmbie of her brow^ 
Colder than its' custom bow ; 
And her eye with a strange light 
Seem'd to blast her daughter's sight. 
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And she teit her whole frame shn»k« 
And ber young heart s pulses sink y 
And the colour left her moath. 

As she saw her mother signing. 
One stem hand towards the south, ' 

Where a stnogs red star was shining. 
Witii a muttered woiri and gase, 
, Fixed upon its vivid xays ; 
Then she spoke but in'a tone, 
Her*s, vet all mdike hat own. — 
" Spirit of our apirii-line* 
*^ Curse hi uie this child of mine, 
** Six days yield not to our powers,. 
" But the seventh day is oui8« 
** By you star» and by our line, 
" Be thou cursed, maiden mine." 
Then the maiden felt hot pain 
Run through every burning vein. 
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Sudden with a fearful cry 
Writhes she in her a^ony ; 
Bums her cheek as with a flamej 
For the maidea knows her stone. 

PART IL 

By a lovely river's side. 
Where the water-lihes glide. 
Pale, as if with cou&Uint care 
Of the treasures which they bear ; 
For those ivory vaaes hold 
Each a sunny gift of gold. 
And blue iiowers on the banks. 
Grow in wild and drooping ranks. 
Bending monmfiiUy above. 
O'er the waters whidh they love; 
But which beai' oil, day by day. 
Their shadow and themselves awav. ^ 
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Willows by that river grow 

With their leaves half green, half snow. 

Summer never aeems to be 

Present all with that sad tree. 

With its bending boughs are wrought 

Tender and associate thought. 

Of the wreaths thai maidens ipear 

In their long n^lected hair« 

Of the branches that are tlirown 

On the \B0tf the (hneial sttme. 

And of those torn wreaths that suit 

Youthful ininstrers wasted lute. 

But the stream is gay to-night 
With the (i]]l-moon*s golden lights 
And the air is sweet with singing. 
And the joyous horn is ringing. 
While fair groups of dancers round 
Circle the enchanted ground. 
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And a youthful warrior stands 
Gazing not upon those bands, 
Not upon the lovely 8cene» 
But upon its lovelier queen. 
Who wiih gentle word and smile 
Courteous prays his stay awbile. 

The fairy of tlie fuuntains, she 
A strange and lovely mystery, 
She of whom wild tales have birth. 
When beside a winter hearth. 
By souie aged crone is told, 
Marvel new or legend old. 
But the lady fronts him there. 
He but sees she is so iuii , 
He but hears that in her tone 
Dwells a music yet unknown ; 
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He but feels that he could die 

■ 

For the sweetoess of her sigh. 
But bow many dreams take flight 
With the dim enamoured night ; 
Cold the morning light has shone^ 
And the hiry train gone. 
Melted iu the dewy air. 
Lonely stands young Raymond thm. 
Yet not all alone, his heart 
Hath a dream that will not part 
From that beating hearts recess; 
What that dieam may lovers gneM. 

Yet another year hath flown 
In a stately ball alone. 
Like an idol in a shiine 
8its the radiant Melusine. 
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it is night, yet o'er the walls. 
Light, but light unearthly, &Us. 
Not from lamp nor taper thrown. 
But from many a precious stone, 
Witli whose variegated shade 
Is the azure roof inlaid. 
And whose coloured radiance throws 
Hues of violet aud rose. 
Sixty pillars, each one shining 
With a wxeath of rubiaa twining. 
Bear the roof— the snow-white floor 
Is with small stars studded o er. 
bixty vases stand between, 
Filled with pfefimtea for a queen ; 
And a sOvery cloud exhales 
Odours like those ikagrant gales. 
Which at eve float o'er the sea 
From the purple Araby. 
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Kothiug sUrs the golden gloom 
Of tbal dim enclniited room* 
Not a 9tq> is ditdng round. 
Not a noise^ except the sound 
Of the distant iuuntalns falling. 
With a soft perpetual calling. 
To did echoes which reply 
Musical and moumMly. 

Sits the fidry ladye there. 
Like a statue, pale and fair ; 
From her cheek the rose lias Hed, 
Leaving deeper charms Instead. 
On that marble brow are wronght 
Traces of impassioned thought ; 
Such as without shade or Ime 
Leave their own mysterious sign. 
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While her eyes^ diey are so bright. 
Dazzle with impetioiia light. 
Wherefore doth the maiden bend ? 
Wheiefuit! doth the blush ascend. 
Crimson eren to her brow. 
Sight nor step are near her now P 
Hidden by her sweeping robe. 
Near her stands a crystal globe. 
Gifted with stmnge power to show 
All that she desures to know. 

First she sees her palace gate. 
With its steps of marble state ; 
Where two kneeling forms seem weeping 
O'er the watch which they are keeping. 
While aronnd the dosky boughs 
Of a gloomy forest close. 
Not for those that blush arose. . . 



Digitizeu Lj oOOgle 



THE FAIRY OF TH£ FOUNTAINS. 

But she sees beside the gate^ 
A young and anxious palmer wait ; 
Well she knows it is for her. 
He has come a worshipper. 
For a year and and for a day. 
Hath be worn his weary way ; 
Now a sign from that white hand. 
And the portals open stand. 
But a moment, and they meet, 
Raymond kneels hiui at her feet ; 
Reading in her downcast eye. 
All that woman can reply. 

Weary, weary had the hours 
Ptassed within her (airy bowers ; 
She was haunted with a dieam 
Of the knight beside the stream. 
Who hath never felt the sense 
or such charmed influence. 
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When the shapes of midnight sleep 
One beloved object keep. 
Which amid the cues of day 
^ever passes quite away ? 
Giuuded lor the sweetest mood 
Of our happy solitude, 
Linked with every thing we lovei 
Flower below, or star above : 
Sweet spell after sweet spell dirown 
Till the wide world is its own. 

Turned the ladye deadly pale. 
As she heard her lover's tale> 

Yes,** she said« oh ! low sweet word« 
Only in a whisper heard. 

Yes, if my true heart may be 
Worthy, Christian knight, of thee. 
By the love that makes thee mine 
I am deeply, dearly thine. 
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But a spell is on me thrown, 
Six days may each deed be shown. 
But the seventh day must he 
Mine, and only known to me. 
Nem must thy step intrude 
On its silent solitude. 
Hidden Irom each mortal eye 
Until seven yeaiij pasis by. 
When these seven yean ore flown. 
All my secret may be known. 
But if, with suspicious eye. 
Thou on those dark hours* wilt pry. 
Then fiirewell, beloired in vain. 
Never might we meet again.'* 
Gazing on one worshipped brow. 
When hath lover spared a vow ? 
With an oath and with a prayer 
Did he win the pnze he sought. 
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Never was a bride so 
As the bride that Ra3niK)nd brought 
From the wood*8 enchanted bowera 
To his old ancestral toweis. 

Oh, sweet love, could thy first prime 

Linger on lihe Mepe of tmie, 
Man would dream the unkind ikies 
Sheltered still a Pacadise. 
But, alas* the sei-peut s skill 
Is amid our garden stilL 

Soon a daik inquiring thought 
On the baron s spirii wrought : 
She, who seeuied Lu love him so. 
Had she aught he might not know ? 
Was it wo» how could she bear 
Grief he did not soothe nor share ? 
\\ aa it guilt ? no — heaven's own grace 
Lightened in that loreliest &ee. 
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Then bis jeulous fancies rohe, 

(Our Lady keep the mind from those !) 

Like a fire within the bfain» 

Maddens that consuming pain. 

Henceforth is no rest by nighty 

Henceforth day has no delight. 

Life hath agonies that tell 

Of their late left native hell. 

But mid their despair is none 

Like that of the jealous one. 

Tis again the fittal day, 
When the ladye must away. 
To her lonely ])ulace made 
Far within the forest shade. 
Where the mournful fountains sweep 
With a voice that seems to weep. 
On that morn Lord Raymond's bride 
Ere the daybreak leaves his side. 
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Never does the ladye speak 
Bui hei lean are on his cheek. 
And he hears a stiiied moan 
As she leaves him thus alone* 
Hath she then complaint to make* 
Is there yet some spell to hreak ? 
Come what will, of weal or wo, 
'Tis the best the worst to know. 

He halh ioUowed — wo, for both. 
That the kiiighi luigot his oath. 

Where the nlveiy fountains fiiU, 
Stands no more the charmed hall ; 
But the dismal yew-trees droop. 
And the pines above them stoop, 
While the gloomy branches spread, 
As they would above the dead, 
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In some cliurchjaid luige and drear 
Haoated with peq^etnal fcn. 
Dark and sliU Hke aone taat grare, 
Near there /awm a nighirhiack care. 
0*er iu mouth wild ivy twines 
There the daylight new abiiiei. 
Beast of prey or d»gaii*8 kir^ 
Yet the knight hath entered there. 

Dimly doth the distaul day 
Scatter an uncertain fay» 
While atiange ihapea and ghastly eyes 
Mid the spectral darkness hse, 
liui he hurriei> on, md near 
He sees a sudden light apjiear. 
Wan and cold like that strange lamp 
Which amid the charnei s damp 
Shows but biigiiteiiH not the gloom 
Of the corpse and of the tomb. 
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Willi a cautious step be steals 
To the cuve that light rereals. 
'Tis such grotto as might be, 
Nereid's home beneath the sea. 
Crested with the small bright stars 
Of a thousaud rainbow spai.s. 
And a fountam from the side 
Pours beneath its crystal tide, 
lu a white and marble bath 
SiDgiiig oil itb bilveiy patli ; 
While a meteor's emendd rays 
O'er the lucid water plays*-*- 
Close beside, with wild flowers laid. 
Is a coucli ul grceu muss luade. 
There he sees his lady lie ; 
Pain Is in her languid eye. 
And amid her hair the dew 
Huir obi>curcs iLs golden hue; 
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Damp and heavy, and unbound, 
Its wsD cioileis sirecp mMimL 
Od bcr snail hand htm her head^ 
8ee the fevered cheek is red^ 
And the fiery colour rushes 
To her bmvr in hectic hhaiies*— ^ 
What stnoige figil k she keeping! 
He can hear that she b weeping. — 
He win fhng hun at her feet. 

He will Idfli awaj her team 
Ah^ what doth his wild eyes meet. 

What below that fonn appears ? 
Dowawnds finn diat slender waist. 
By a golden zone emhnced, 
Do the many Iblds escape. 
Of the subtle serpent s shape. — 
Bright with many-coloored dyes 
All the glittering scales arise. 
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With a red and purple glow 
Colouring the waves below ! 
At the strange and fearful sight. 
Stands in mute despair the knight,— 
Soon to feel a worse despair, 
Melusina sees him there ! 
And to see him is to part 
With the idol of her heart. 
Part as just the setting sun 
Tells the &tal day is done. 
Vanish all those serpent rings. 
To her feet the lady springs. 
And the shriek rings through the cell. 
Of despairing love*s farewell, — 
Hope and happiness are u er. 
They can meet on earth no more. 

Years have past since this wild tale — 
Still is heard that lady's wail. 
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Ever rouiid that aiicient tower. 
Ere its loid s appoiotad hour. 
With a low and moaning breath 
She must mark approaching deaths 
Wiiile remains Lord Ha^'muud'a line 
Doomed to Wander and to pise. 
Yett before the aton are brighly 
On the eveuiug's purple light, 
k>he beside the fuuuluiii staadii 
Wringing fuA her ehadowy hands. 
May onr Lady> as long years 
Pass with their atoning teal's. 
Pardon with her love divine 
The fountain fidiy-^Melnsine 

^ Raymond, first Lord of Lasignan, died as a heroiit, at 
Monaerrat Melusinii*8 was a yet harsher doom : fiited to 
tiit ova the earthy in pain' and sorrow, aa a spectre. Only 
when one of the race of Lusignan was sbont to die, does she 
become visible, — and wanders wailing around the Castle. 
Tradition also represents her shadow as hovering over the 
FuuiU4dii of Thirst. — Thorns* 8 Lays and Legends. 
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A SUTTEE. 

Gatukh her raven hair in one rich cluster. 
Let the white champae light it, as a star 
Gives to the ciosky night a sudden lustie. 

Shining afar. 

Shed fragrant oils upon her fragrant l>osom» 
Until the hveathing air arotmd grows sweet ; 
Scatter the languid jasmine's yellow hlossom 

Beneath her ieet. 

Those nimii white ieet are hare — too soft are they 
I'o treud on aught but flowei-s ; and there is roll'd 
Round the slight ankle, meet for such display. 

The band of gold. 
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A SUTl^EE 



Chains uikI bright stones are on her arms and neck ; 
What pleasant vanities are linked with them. 
Of happy hotixs^ which youth delights to deck 

With gold and gem. 

She comes ! So comes the Moon, when she has iuuad 
A silvery path wherein thio' heaven to glide. 
Fling the white veil — a summer cloud — around; 

She is a bride i 

And yet the crowd that gather at her side 
Are pale, and every gazer holds his hreath. 
Eyes fill with tears unhidden, for the bride — 

The bride of Death ! 

She gives away the garland firom her hair. 
She gives the gems that she will wear no more ; 
All the affections, whose love-signs they were. 

Are gone before. 
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The red pile blazes — let the bride ascend. 
And lay her head upon her husband's heart. 
Now in a p^ect unison to blend- 
No more to part. 
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SCENES IN LONDON. 

L 

PICCAJ)ILL7« 

The sun is ou the crowded street^ 

It kindles those old towers ; 
Where England's noblest memoiies meet, 

Of old historic bonis. 

Vast, shadowy, dark, and iodisdncty 
Tradition's giant (ane« 

Whereto a tliousand years are linkedj 
In one electric chain. 



PICCA]>IL.LY. 

Su Stands it when the morning light 
First steak upon the skies ; 

And shadow'd by the £dlen night. 
The sleeping city lies. 

It stands with darkness round it cast^ 
Touched by tbo first cold shine ; 

Vast, vague, and Uiiglity as the past. 
Of which it is the shrine. 

'Tis lovely when the moonlight fiiUs 
Around the sculptured stone 

Giving a softness to the wails. 
Like love that mourns the gone. 

Then comes the gentlest influence 
The human heart can know. 

The mourning over those gone hence 
To the still dust below. 



SCENES IN LONDON. 

The smoke> the noise, the dust of day. 
Have vanished from the scene ; 

The pale hxnps gleam with spirit ny 
O'er the park's sweejnng green. 

Sad shilling on her lonely path. 

The moon's cahn smUe above. 
Seems as it lulled life's toil and wratii 
With universal love. 

Past that still hour, and its pale moon. 

The city is alive ; 
It is the busy hoiu: of noon. 

When man must seek and strive* 

The pressure of our actual life 

Is on the iniking brow; 
Labour and care, endurance, strife. 

These are around him now. 



PiCX;ADlLLY. 



How wonderful the coimiiou street^ 
Its tumult and its throng. 

The hurrying of the thousand feet 
That bear life s cares along. 

How strongly is the present felt. 
With such a scene beside ; 

All sounds in one vast murmur melt 
The thunder of the tide. 

All hurry on^none pause to look 
Upon another*8 fiice : 

The present is an open book 

is one read, yet all must Uuce. 

The poor man hurries on his race. 

His daily bread to find ; 
The rich man has yet wearier chase. 

For pleasure's hard to bind. 



SCENES IN LONDON. 

All huny^ though it is to pass 
Fox which they live so iast — 

What doth the present but amass. 
The wesltfa thst makes the past. 

The past is round us — thuise old spires 
That glunmer o*er our head ; 

Not from the present is their fiies, 
Their light is from the dead. 

But ibr the past^ the present's powers,' 
Were waste ui toil and mind ; 

But for diose long and glorioiis hours 
Which leaye themselres behind. 



OXFORD 8TR££T. 



OXFORD STREET* 

Life in its many shapes was there, ^ 

The busy and the gay ; 
1 aces that seemed too ^oung aiid fair 
To ever know decay* 

Wealth, with its waste, its pomp, and pfide. 
Led forth its glittering train ; 

And poverty's pale face beside , 

Asked aid, and asked in vain. 

The shops were tilled from many lands, 
"^isi^^ silks, and gems, and flowers ; 

The patient work of many hands. 
The hope of many hours. 



184 



SCENES IN LONDON* 



Yet, mid life*8 myriad shapes around 

There was a sigh of death; 
There rose a melancholy sounds 

The bugle's wailing breutii. 

They played a uiuuiuiul Scottish aii*. 

That on its native hill 
Had caught the notes the night^wiiids bear 

From weepiug leal and rill, 

Twas strange to hear that sad wild strain 

its warning music shed» 
Bising above life's busy train, 

In memory of the dead. 

There came a slow and silent band 

lu sad procession by : 
Reversed the musket in each hand. 

And downcast every eye. 
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They bore the soldier to his grave ; 

The sympathy zing crowd 
Divided like a parted wave 

By some dark vessel ploughed* 

A moment, and all soimds were mute. 

For awe was over all ; 
You heard the soldier's measured foot, 
The bugle's vrailiDg caU. 

The gloves were laid upon the bierr 
The helmet and the swofd. 

The drooping war-horse luliowed near. 

As he, too, mourued his lord. 

Slowly — 1 followed too — they led 
To whers a church arose, > 

And dung a shadow o'er the dead. 
Deep as then' own repose. 
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SCENES IN LONDON. 



Green trees were there — ^beneath the shade 

Of one, was made a grave ; 
And there Co hb kst feat waa laid 

The weaiy and the biave. 

They fired a volley o'er the bed 

Of an unconscious ear; 
The birds sprang flattering orerliead. 

Struck with a sadden fear. 

All left^tbe gronnd, the bugles died 

Away upon the wind ; 
Only the tree's green branches sighed 

0*er him they left behind. 

Again, all filled with light and breath, 
I passed the oowded street— 

Oh, great extremes of life and death. 
How strangely do ye meet ! * 
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III. 

4 

IRE SAYOTARD IN G&OSVENDR SQUARE^ 



He stands within the silent square, 
That squaxe of state, of gloom ; 

A heavy weight is on the air. 
Which hangs as o'er a tomb* 

It is a tomb which wealth and rank 
Have Imilt themselyes aronnd — 

The general sympathies have shrank 
Like flowers on high dry ground. 
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8C£N£S IN LONIKIN 



None heed the waudering hoy who siugs^ 
An orphan though so young ; 

None think how fiur the ringer brings 
The songs which he has sung. 

Kone cheer him with a kindly look. 

None with a kindly word ; 
The singer's little pride must biook 

To be unpiaised, unheard. 

At home their sweet bud be was styled. 

And ofty when days were long. 
His mother called her favourite child 
To sing her bvourite song. 

He wanders now tlirougli weary streets, 
Till cheek and eye are dim ; 

How little sympathy he meets. 
For music or for him« 
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THE SAVOYARD. 

Sudden his dark brown cheek grows bright 

His dark eyes fill with glee, 
Covered with bloasoms snowy-while, 

He sees an orange tree. 

No more the toil-woni bee is pale, 
Nor Mteiing step is sad ; 

He sees his distant native vale. 
He sees it, und is glad. 

He sees the sqairrel climb the pine> 
The doves fly through the dell. 

The purple clusters of the vine ; 
He hears the vesper-bell. 

His heart is full of hope and home. 

Toil, travel, are no more ; 
And he has happy hours to come 

Be^ie his bthef s door. ; 



SCENBS IN LONBON. 



Oh, charm of iiatumi iufluence ! 

But for thy lovely ties, 
NeTer mig^t the world-wwied sense 

Ahove the present rise. ■ 



Blessed be thy magic eveiy wheie« 
Oh Nature, gientle mother ; 

How kindlier is lor us thy care. 
Than ours is for each other. 



TU£ CITY CHURCHYARD. 



IV. 

THB CITY CHUaCHYARD* 

I PRAY thee lay me not to rest 
Among these mouldering bones 

Too heavily the earth is prest 

By all these crowded sloues. 

Life is loo gay — ^life is too Dear— 

With ftU its pomp and toil ; 
I pfay thee do not lay me here. 

In such a world-struck soil. 
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SCENES IN LONDON 



The ceaseless roll of wheels would wake 

The siuuibers ol the dead ; 
I cannot beai for life to make 
Its pathway o'er my head. 

The iSags around are cold and drear. 
They stand apart, alone ; 

And no one ever pauses here^ 
To sorrow for the gone. 

No : lay me in the lar groon fields 

» 

The summer sunshine dieers; 
And where the early wild flower yields ; 

The tribute of its tears. 

Where shadows the sepulohml yew. 
Where droops the willow tree. 

Where the long grass is filled with dew— 
Oh ! make such grave for me ! 



Digitizeu Lj oOOgle 



THE CrrV CHURCHYARD. 



And passers-by, at evening's close^ 
Will pause beside the grave, 

And luoralize o ur the repose 
They fear, and yet they crave. 

Perhaps some kindly hand may bring 

Its offering to the tomb ; 
And say. As iades the rose in spring. 

So fodeth human bloom. 

But here there is no kindly thought 

To soothe, aiid to relieve ; 
No fancies and no flowers are brought. 

That soften while they grieve. 

Ha'e Poesy and Love come not — 

It is a world of stone ; 
The grave is bought — is closed — forgot 
And then life hurries on. 



194 



8C£N£S IN LOUDON. 



Sorrow and beauty — natme — love — 

Redeem man's coujmon breath ; 
Ah 1 let them sLcd the grave above- 
Give loveli]|(^ to death. 

If there be one ohject more material, more revolting, more 
gluouiy than another, it is a crowded churchyard in a city. 
It has neither sympathy nor memoiy. Hie pressed-down 
stones lie heavy upon the veiy heart* The sunshine cannot 
get at them for smoke. There is a crowd ; and, like most 
erovviis, there is no companionship. Sympathy is tho 
Hoitener of (le:;t!i, and memory of the loved and the lost 
is the earthly shadow of their immortality. But who turns 
aside amid those crowds that hurry through the thronged and 
noisy streets? — No one ran love London better than I do; 
but never do I wish to be buried tliere. It is the best place 
in the world for a bouse^ and the worst for a grave. An Irish 
patriot once candidly obsetved to me, Give me London to 
live in ; but let me die in green Ireland :*'— now, this is pre« 
cisely niy opinion. 
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THE HINDOO GIRL'S SONG* 

Float on — float on — my haimled bork^ 

Above the midnight tide ; 
Bear softly o er the waters dark 

The hopes that with thee glide. 

Float on — float on — thy irei§^tis flowers. 

And every flower reveals 
The dreaming of my lonely hours, 
The hope my spirit feels« 

Tills song aihules to a well-known superstition among the 
youn^ Hindoo girls. They make a little boat oat of a cocoa-nut 
shell, place a small lamp and flowers within this tmy ark of the 
heart, and launch it upon the Ganges. If it float out of nght 

with its lamp ^-t ill burning, the omrn is ]jrosperous; if it sinks^ 
the love oi which it questions^ is ill-fated. 
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THE HINDOO GIRL S SONO. 



Float on— float on — ihy shining lamp. 
The light of love, is there ; 

If lost beneath the waters dampj 
That love must then despair. 

Float on — ^beneath the moonlight ioat 

The sacred billows o*er : 
Ah/ some kind spirit guards my boat, 

F(nr it has gsined the shore. 
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SHE SAT ALONE BESIDE HER HEARTH. 

Sh£ sat aloue beside hev hearth — 

For many liiglils alone ; 
Sbe slept not on the pleasant couch 

Where fiagiant herbs were strown. 

At first she bound her laven hair 

With leather and with shell ; 
But then siie hoped ; at length, like mghi, 
Around her neck it fell. 

They saw her wandering mid the woods. 
Lone, with the cheerless dawn. 

And then they said, " Can this he her 
We called ' The StarUed Fawn?' " 
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SHE SAT ALONE 



HcT Leart wais ia her large sad eyes. 

Half simsbine and half shade ; 
And love, as love first springs to life« 

Of every thing alraid. 

The red leaf iar metre heavily 

Fell down to autumn earth. 
Than her light feet, which seemed to move 

To mode and to mirth. 

With the light feet of early youdi. 
What hopes and joys depart, 

Ah ! uotbmg like the heavy step 

Betray a Liie heavy heart. 

It is a usual history 

That Indian girl could tell ; 
Fate sets apart one common doom 

For all who love too welL 
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The proud — ^the shy — the sensitive, — 

Life has not many such ; 
They dearly buy their happiness, 

By feeling it too much. 

A stranger to her forest home. 

That feir young stranger came ; 
They raised for him the funeral song-* 

For him the funeral .ikme. 

Love sprai^ Irom pity, — and her arms 
Around his aims she threw ; 

She told her fiither, If he dies. 
Your daughter dieth too." 

For her sweet sake they set him free— 

He lingered at her side ; 
And many a native song yet tells 

Of that pale stranger's bride. 
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8H£ SAT ALONE, 



Two yeats have passed — bow much two years 

Have taken in their fiight ! 
They've taken from the lip its siuile, 

And from the eye its light 

Poor child ! she was a child in veai-s — 
So timid and so young ; 

With what a fond and earnest laith 
To desperate hope she clung ! 

« 

His eyes grew cold-^s voice grew straiige — 

They only grew more dear. 
She served him meekly, anxiously. 

With love ->haif faith— half iear. 

And can a ibnd and iaithful heai t 

Be worthless in those eyes 
For which it beats ?— Ah ! wo to those 

Who such a heart despise. 
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SHE SAT ALONE. 



Poor child ! what lonely days she paaied^ 

With nothiug to recall 
But bitter taiiuu, and careless worcb, 
And looks more cold than all. 

Alas ! for km» that sits at home. 

Forsaken, and yet fond ; 
The grief that sit» beside the hearth — 

Life has uo griei beyond. 

Ue left her, but she ioiiowed him— 
She thought he could not bear. 

When she bad left her home for hiin. 
To look on her despair. 

Adown the stiange and mighty stream 

bhe took her lonely way ; 
The stars at night hei pilots were, 
As was the sun by day* 
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SHE BAT ALONE. 



Yet mournfully— how moumfiilly !— 

The Indian looked behind^ 
When the last sound of voice or step 

Died on the midnight wind> 

Yet still adown the gloomy stream 

She plied her weary oar ; 
Her husband — he had left their home. 
And it was home no more. 

She found him — ^but she found in vain- 
He spumed her from his side ; 
He saidt her brow was all too dark. 

For her to be his bride. 

She grasped his bauds, — her own were cold,— 

And silent turned away. 
As she had not a tear to shed. 

And not a word to say. 
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And pale as death she reached her boat> 

And guided it along ; 
With broken voice she strove to raise 
A melancholy song. 

None watched the lonely Indian girl, — 
She passed unmarked of all^ 

Until they saw her slight canoe 
Approach the mighty Fail 1 

Upright, within that slender boat 
They saw the pale girl stand. 

Her dark hair streaming far behind- 
Upraised her desperate hand* 

The air is filled with shriek and shout- • 

They call, but call in vain ; 
The boat amid the waters dash'd — 

Twas never seen again ! 
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THE IIUSII-BEARING AT AMBLESIDE.' 



SfjMMBR is come, with her leaves and her flowers — 

Suinuier is coine» with the sua on her hours ; 
The lark iu the clouds» and the thrush on the bough. 
And the dove in the thicket, make melody now. 
The noon is abroad, but the shadows are cool 
Where the green rushes grow iu the dark forest pooL 



In the olden time, when the churches were strewn with 

rushes, the ceromt>iiy of changing Iheni was a yearly religious 
festival. The custom, once universal, now lingers only in some 
of the remote northern .districts. There, bunches of rushes, 
gaily ornamented, attended bjr banners and music, are still borne 
in triumph by the yoiinK people of the village. Last remains of 
that pastoral poetry which once characterihed "meirie England. 
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We seek not the hedges where violets blow. 
There alone in the twilight of ev'ning we go j 
They are love-tokens ofieied, when heavy with dew, 
To a lip yet more fragrant — an eye yet more bine. 
But leave them alone to their summer-soit dream — 
We seek the green rushes that grow by the stream. 

Away from the meadow, although the long grass 
Be filled with young flowers that smile as we pass; 
Where the bird's eye is bright as the sapphires that shine 
When the hand of a beauty is decked from the mine. 
We want nul iheii gems, and we want not their flowers. 
But we seek the green rush in the dark forest bowers. 

The cowslip is ringing its fairy-like chime, 

Sweet bells, by whose music Titania keeps time ; 
The rose-bu^ili is covered with cups that unfold 
Their petals that tremble in delicate gold. 
But we seek not their blossoms in garlands to blend, 
We seek the green rush where tlie willow- trees bend. 
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THE RUSU-BEARINO. 



The green rus>ii, the green rush, we bear it along 
To the church of our Tillage with triumph and song ; 
We etiew the cold chancel, and kneel on it there. 
While its iieiih odours rise with our voices in prayer. 
Hark the peal from the old tower in praise of it rings, 
Let us seek the green rush by the deep woodland springs* 
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ON AV BN0RATIN6 OP 

HINDOO TEMPLES, 



liiTTLB the present careth ibr the past^ 
Too little — 'tis not well 1 
For careless ones we dwell 

Beneath the mighty shadow it has cast. 

Its blessings aie around our daily path. 

We share its mighty spoil. 
We live ou its great luii. 
And yet how little gratitude it luith. 



iii>%iX>0 TEMPIuES 



Lciuk clii the^ temples, tbey were as a shrine 
From wfaenoe to Che inr nofdi 
The hmnen nund went finth. 

The muni sniwhine of a world divine — 

That inward world which maketh of our clay 

m 

lu teuapurary borne ; 
Pvom wiienoe tboee Homings oome. 
Thai kindle from a fiir and better day. 

The light that is of heaven shone there the first 

The elements of art. 

Mankind 8 divkier part ; 
There was jrotmg science in its cradle nnrsl. 

Mighty the legacies by mind bequeathed. 
For glorious were its pains 

Amid those giant fanes^ 
Atid uiigbty were the triumphs it achieved 
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A woman 8 triomph" mid them is imprest 

One who upon the scroll 

FJuug the creative sonl, 
Disdainfnl of life's flowers and of its rest. 

Vast was the labour, vast the enterprise. 

For she was of a race 

Bom to the lowest place, 
Earth-insectSy lacking wings whereon to rise. 

How must that youthful cheek have lost its bloom. 
How many a dream above 

Of early hope and love 
^ Must that young heart have closed od like a tomb. 

• When I speak of a "a woman's triumpb," I allude to the 
celebrated Avyia. She was a Pariah of the lowet^t class, but 
obtained such liteiary distinction, that her works are to this * 
day the class-books of the scholars of the highest rank and 
cute in aU the Huidoo schools of the peninsula of hidia. 

V 
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Such throw life's flowers behind them, and aspire 
To ask the stars their lore 
And Irom each ancient store 

Seek food to stay the iiiiiid*s consuming fire. 

Her triumph was complete and long, the chords 

She struck are yet alive; 

Not vainly did she strive 
To leave her soul immortal on her words. 

A great example has she left behind, 

A lesson we should take. 

Whose first task is to wake 
The general wish to benefit our kind* 

Our sword has swept o*er India ; there remains 

A nobler conquest hr, 
The mind s ethereal Wtor, 
That but subdues to civilize its plains. 
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Let us pay back the past« the debt we owe. 

Let 118 around dispense 

Lights hope, intelligence. 
Till blessings track our steps where'er we go. 

O England, thine be the deliverer s meed. 
Be thy great empire known 
By hearts made all thine own, 

■ 

By thy free laws and thy immortal creed. 
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CAFfiS IN DAMASCUS. 



Languidjlt the night-wind bloweth 

From the gardens round. 
Where the clear Barmda liuweth 

With a lulling sound. 

Not the lute-note*8 sweet shiver 

Can such m^c find. 
As is on a wandering river, 

On a wandering wind« 

The Catc-s are jierhaps the greatest luxury that a 
stranger can find in Damascus. Gardens, kiosques, 
Ibuntaitw, and groves are abundant around every Eastern 
capital ; but Cafi§a on the very bosom of a rapid river, 
and bathed hy its waves, are perulmr to this ancient 
city: they uru lonned so as to exclude the mys of the 
£Uii while they admit the breeze. 
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There the Moslem leaneth, dreaming 
O er the inward worlds 

While aiuund the fragrant steaming 
Of the smoke is called. 

Rising from the coiree berry. 
Dark grupe of the South ; 

Or the pipe of polished cherry. 
With its amber mouth. 

Cooled by passing through the water. 

Gurgling as it flows — 
•Seeiited by the Summer's daughter, 
June's impassioned rose. 

By that rose s spirit haunted 
Are the dreams that rise, 
Of fiur lands, and lives enchanted. 

And of deep black eyes. 
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Thus with some sweet dream s assistance, 
Floal tbey down life's stream ; 

Would to heaven ouv whole existence 
Could b€ such a dream ! 
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ON THR. POETRAXT OF 

SIR ROBERT PEEL. 

Dm tfarougb the curtains came tlie purple twilight slowly, 
Deepening like death s shadow around that silent room ; 
There lay a head, a radiant head^ but lowly » 
And the pale face like a statue shone out amid the gloom* 

Never again will those white and wasted fingers 
Waken the music they were wont to wake of yote, 
A music that in many a beating heart yet lingers. 
The sweeter and the sadder that she will breathe uo more. 

Mra. Henian*8 last hours were cheered by the kindness of 

Sir Robert Feel ; and the letter ])iuinisiiig an appointment to 
her eldetit son, was one of the latest that 8he received. This 
incident belongs to the many who look back with admiration and 
gratitude to the giflted and the gone. 
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SIR ROBERT PEEL. 



It is a lovely world that the uiinsUel leaves behind liiiii» 
It is a lovely world in which the minstrel lives. 
Deep in its inmost life hath the soul of love inshrined him^ 
And passionate and general the pleasure which he gives. 

But dear-bought is the triumph^ what dark fates are 
recorded 

or those who held sweet mastery o*er the pulses of the lute, 
Moumfully and bitterly their toil has been rewarded. 
For them the tree of knowledge puts forth its harshest fruit* 

Glorious and stately the ever-growing laurel. 
Flinging back the summer sunshine, defying winter*s 
snoWf 

Yet its bright history has the darkly-pointed moral. 
Deadly are the poisons that through its green leaves flow* 

And she, around whose conch the gentle daylight dying. 
Seems like all nature*s loving, last farewell ; 
She with the world's heart to her own soft one replying. 
How much of song s lever and sorrow could she tell. 
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Yet upon her lip a languid smile i.s sluniiig. 
Tokens of far-off sympathy have soothed tliat hour of pain ; 
Its sympathy has wafmed the pallid cheek reclining 
On the weary pillow whence it will not rise again. 

It is the iar-ofif friend, the unknown she is blessing. 
The staiehuiuu who lias paused upon toil's hurried way, 
To leani the deepest charm that power has in possessing, 
The power to scatter benefits and blessings round its sway« 
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ON BBADIMO A DKSCEIFTIOK OF 

THE DELECTABLE MOUNTAINS 

IN BUMTAll'l YtLamiM's 

Oh fax away ye are, ye lovely bills, 

YeL can I feel the air 

Grow sweet while gazing where 
The valley with the distant sunshine fills. 
Fair Morning ! lend thy wiiigb, and let mo fly 

To thy eternal home. 

Where never shadows come. 
Where tears are wiped away from every eye. 
Tin weary, weary of this earth of oui-s; 

I'm nek with the heart's want ; 

My fever 'd spuits pant. 
To cling lo things less ti'ansient than its flowei-s. 
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1 ask of the slili night— it answers me. 

This earth is not my home : 

Great Father! let me come, 
A wanderer and a penitent to Thee 1 
Ye &r, fiiir mountains, echo with my cry. 

Unto your realm of bliss 

The gmve the threshold is ; 
Let its dark portals open — ^let me die I 
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Thbt gather, wilb the summer iu their hands, 
The summer from their distant vallies bringing ; 
They gather romid the church in pious bands. 
With funeial amy, and solemn singing. 

The dead are their companions ; many days 
Have past since they were laid to their kat slumber ; 
And in the hurry of life's crowded ways, 
Small space has been* for memory to cumber. 
But now the past comes back again^ and death 

A curious ceremony takes place yearly, when the Russians 
gather from all iMUts, to scatter flowers on the graves, and 
to mourn over the dead, and afterwards proceed to regale them« 

selves with soup, tinir of all kinds, uiitl wine; in many instances 
spreudin? rheir cloths on the very graves over which they bad 
been bitterly mourning. 
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Askeih its inoumful tribute of the living; 

And memories that were gmiiered at the heart. 

The treasures kept from busier hours are giving. 

The mother kneeleih at a little tomb. 

And sees one sweet face shining from beneath it ; 

She has brought all the early flowers that bloom. 

Id the small garden round their home, to wreath it 

Friend thinks on friend ; and youth comes back agiain 

To that one moment of awakened feeling ; 

And prayers, such prayers as never rise in vaiu, 

Call dowu the heaven to which they are appealuig. 

It is a supei'stitious rite and old. 

Yet having with all higher things connexion ; 

Pmyers, tears, redeem a world so harsh and cold. 

The futiue has its hope, the past its deep affection. 
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EXPECTATION. 

SHfc. looked from out the window 

With long and asking gaze. 

From the gold clear light of morning 

To the twilight's purple haze. 
Cold and pale the planets shone^ 
Still the girl kept gazing on. 
From her white and weary forehead 

Droppeth the dark hair. 
Heavy with the dews of evening, 

Heavier with her care ; 
Falling as the shadows lull. 
Till flung i-ound her like a pall. 
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When from the carved lattice 

First she leant to look. 
Her bright face was wntteu 

Like some pleasant book ; 
Her warm cheek the red air quaffed, 
4nd her eyes looked out and laughed. 
She is leaning back now languid 

And her cheek is white, 
Only on the drooping eyelash 

Glistens tearful light. 
Colour, sunshine Lours are gone, 
Yet the Lady watches on. 

Human heart this history 

Is thy ikieJ lut, 
Even such thy watching 

For what cometh not 
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Till with aiixioub waiting dull 
Round thee lades the beautiful. 
Still thou seekest on though weary, 

iSet^kixig still in vain ; 
Daylight deepeus into twilight^ 

What has been thy gain ? 
Death and night are closing round. 
All Uiut thou hast sought uulbund. 
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There is a little lonely grave 

Which no one comes to see. 
The foxglove and red orchis wave 

Their welcome to the bee. 
There never ialls the morning 8un» 

It lius beneath the wall. 
But there when weary day is done 

The lights of sunset fall, 
■I'iushing the warm and crimson air 
As life and ho^c were present there. 

There sleepeth'one who left his heart 

Behind him in his song ; 
Breathing of that diviner part 
Which must to heaven belong. 



THE UNKNOWN GRAVE. 

The language of those spirit chords. 
But to the poet known. 

Youth, love, and hope yet use his words, 

1 Iiej seem to be his own : 
And yet he has not left a name. 
The poet died without his fiune. 

How many are the lovely lays 

That haunt our English tongue. 
Defrauded of their poet's praise 

Forgotten he who sung. 
Tradition only vaguely keeps 

Sweet fancies round his tomb ; 
Its tears are what the wild dower weeps 

Its record is tliat bloom ; 
Ab, surely Nature keeps with her 
The memory of her worshipper. 
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One of ber loveliest myst^es 

Such spirit blends at last 
With all the fairy fantasies 

Which o er. some scenes are cast 
A softer beauty fills the grove, 

A light is in the gcass, 
A deeper sense of tnuh and love 

Comes o'er vs as Itoe ])ass ; 
Willie lingers in the beait one ttae* . 
The nameless poet hath a shrine. 
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Thou ait fl«nriii§^ thou art flowing. 

Oh, small and silvery brook ; 
The rushes by thee growing. 

And with a pilient look 
The pale narciBBiifl o*er thee bends. 
Like one who asks in vain ibr ihends. 

I bring not back my chOdhoody 
Sweet comrade of its houis ; 
The music of the wild wood. 

The coioui of the ilowei's ; 
They do not bring again the dream 
That haunted me beside thy stream. 

When black-letlered old romances 

Maclti a. vvuiltl iuv me alone ; 
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Ohy days of lovely ftncieSi 
Are ye for ever flown f 

Ye are fled, sweety vague^ and vain. 
So I cannot dream again. 

I have left a feverish pillow 

For thy soothing song ; 
Alas, each fairy hillow 

AnJmage hears along ; 
Look where I will» I only see 
One fiftce too much beloved by me* 

In vain my heart lemembers 
What pleasure used to be 

My past thoughts are but embers 
Consumed by love for thee. . 

I wish to love thee less — and feel 

A deeper fondness o*er ine steal. 
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Knbbl down iD yon chapel^ bat only one j^rayer 

Should awaken the ^boes its tall arches bear; 

Pale mother^ pray not for the child on the bed. 

For the sake of the prisoner let matins be said ; 

Old man, though the shade of thy grave-stone be nigh. 

Vet not for thyself node thy voice to the sky ; 

Young maiden, there kneeling^ with blush and with tear. 

Name not the one name to thy spirit most dear. 

The prayer for another, to Heaven addrest. 

Comes back to the breather thrice Ueasing and Uest. 
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Beside the damp marsh, ming sickly and cold. 
Stand tha bleak and stem walla of the dark priaou hold ; 
There fallen and friendless, forlorn and oppresC, 
Are they— once the flattered, obeyed, and carest, 
From the blessings that God gives the poorest exiled. 
His wife is a widow, an oiphan his child ; 
For years there the prisoner has wearily pined. 
Apart from his coualiy, apart iiom his kind ; 
Amid millions of fieemen, one last lonely slave. 
He knoweth the gloom, not the peace of the grave. 

I plead not their errors, my heart's in the cause, 
Whidi bows down the sword with the strength of the laws ; 
But France, while within her such memories live. 
With her triumphs around, can afibrd to forgive. 
Let Freedom, while raising her glorious brow. 
Shake the tears from her laurels that darken there now. 
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Be the chain and the bar from yon prison zemoTed, 
Give the children their parent, the wife her beloved. 
By the heart of the luaiiy is pardon assigned, 
For^ Mercy, thy cause is the cause of mankind. 



written during the imprisonment of Prince Polignac and his 
colleagues, after the French KevMlution of 1830. 
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THE SPANISH PAGE, 

OB, THB CXTY*8 RANSOM. 

I 

Sbb was a chieftiim*s daughter, and he a captive boy. 
Yet playmates and companions they shaied each childish 

joy; 

Their dark liuir ulten luingled, they waiidered hand iu hand, 
But at last the golden ransom restored him to his land. 
A lovely town is Seville amid the summer air. 
But, though it be a little town, Xenilla is as fair ; 

Fair are the glittering minarets where the purple daylight 
fidls. 

And rosy the pomegranates of the gardens in its walls. 
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But its pleasant da^ s aie over, for an army girds it roimd. 
With the banner of the red cross, and the Christian trum- 
pets sound ; 

They have sworn to raze the city that in the sunshine 
stood. 

And its silvery singiag fountains shall £ow with Moslem 
blood. 

Fierce is the Christian leader, a youi^ and orphan lord, ' 

For all the nobles of his house fell by the Moorish sword; 

Himself waii once a captive, till ledeemed by Spanish gold. 

Now to be paid by Moorish wealth and life an hondied-fold. 

The sound of war and weeping reached where a maiden lay, 
Fading as fades the loveliest^ too- soon from earth away. 
Park fell the silken curtains, and still the court bdow. 
But the maiden's dream of childhood was disturbed by 
wail and wo. 



Digitized by C<.jv.' .ic 



THE SPANI8U PAGE. 



81ie questioued oi ih& lumuU; her pale slaves told ihe 

cause ; 

The colour moimted to ber cheek, a hasty bxeath she 
draws, 

She called her fhend^ around her, she whispered soft and 
low, 

like iniuic from a wind^touched late her languid accents 
flow. 

Again upon her crimson couch she laid her weary head ; 
They looked upon the dark-eyed maid — ^they looked upon 
the dead. 

That evening, ere the sunset grew red above the town, 
A funeral train upon the hills came winding slowly down ; 
They come with monmfiil chanting, they bear the dead 
along, 

The sentinels stood still to hear tliat melancholy song : 



Digitized by Google 



296 



THE SPANISH FAOE. 



To Dob Uenrkiae they bcHre the corpee—thej laid it at 
hU feety 

Pale grew the yoathM wonior that pale sweet fiice to meet 

As if in quiet slumber the Mooiish maid was laid. 

And her white hands were folded, as if in death she prayed; 
Her long black hair on either side was parted on her brow. 
And her cold cheek was colder than marble w than snow* 
Yet lovelier than a living thing she met the warrior s gaze. 
Around her was the memory of many happy days. 
He knew his young coinpanioiii though long dark years 
had flown. 

Well had she kept her childish iaith — she was in death 
his own. 

Bring ye this here, a ransom for those devoted walls !*' 
None answered — but around the tent a deeper silence 
falls ; 
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None knew the maiden's meaning, save he who bent above, 

Ah ! only love can read withiu the. hidden heart of love. 
There caue from these white silent lips more eloquence 
than breath. 

The tenderness of childhood — the sanctity of death. 

He felt their old familiar love had ties he coald not break. 

The warrior spared the Moorish town, for that dead 
iiiaideu's .sake. 



Digitized by Cvj^.' v-c 



ITHACA, 



Bt aaother light sunoanded 

Than our actual aky ; 
With the purple ocean hounded 

Does the island lie. 

Like a dream ot the old wuiid. 

Bare the nigged heights aaoending. 
Bring to mind the past. 

When the weary voyage ending, 
Was the anchor cast. 

And the stranger sails were furled 
Beside the glorious island 
Where Ulysses was the king. 

• 

Still does lancy see the palace. 

With its carved gates ; 
Where the smtors drained the chalice. 

Mocking at the Fates. 

Stem, and dark, and veiled are they. 
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Slill their sileut thread entwining 

Of our wretched life ; 
With their coU pale hands combining 

Hate, and fear, and strife. 

Hovers the avenging day 

O^er the glorious island 
* 

Where Ulysses was tlie king. 
Grant my fancy pardon. 

If amid these treses 
Still it sees the garden 

Of old Laertes, 

♦ Where he met his glorious son. 
The apple-boughs were drooping 

Beneath their rosy fruit. 
And the rich brown pears were stooping 
To the old man at iheir foot. 

While his daily task was done 
In the glorious island. 
Where Ulysses was the king ; 
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*T]s a vain and cold invention, 

'Tis the spirit's wrong. 
Which to some small mind's pretension 
Would suMue tbat song. 

Shrined in manhood's general heart 
One almighty mind— one only 

Could such strain have sung ; 
Ever be the laurel lonely. 
Where such lyre is hung. 

Be the world a thing apart. 
Of the glorious island. 
Where Ulysses >vas ^e king 
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SCENE DURING THE PLAGtJE AX 

G I BR ALT A K. 

At 6nt, I only buried one* 

And she whb borne along 
By kindred wouniers to her grave. 

With sacred liie and song. 
At first they sent for ine to pray 

Beside the bed of de^th : 
They blessed their household, and they breathed 

Pttky&t in their late^ breath. 
But then men died more rapidly—* 

They bad not time to pray ; 
R 
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And lioui the pillow love had suioolhed 

Fear fled in baste away. 
And then there came the fiistened door — 

Then came the guarded street — 
Friends in the distance watched for iVieuds j 

Watched, — thai they might not meet. 
And Ten-or by the hearth stood cold^ 

And rent all natural ties. 
And men, ujxin the bed of death 

Met only stranger eyes : 
The nurse — and guard, stem, harsh, and wan. 

Remained, unpitying, by ; 
They had known so much wretchedness. 

They did not feai* to die. 
Heavily rung the old church bells. 

But no one came to prayer : 
The weeds were giowing in the street. 
Silence iiud i ute were there. 
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O'er the first grave by which 1 stood. 
Tears fell, and flowers were thrown, 

The last grave held six hundred lives,* 
And there I stood alone. 



* A fact, mentioned to me by a clergyman* Mr. Howe, 
whose duty enforced midence during the ravages of the 
yellow fever. 
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THE EARL OF SANDWICH. 

Tbey called the Islands by his name/ 
Those islesy the frr-away and fidr ; 

A graceful fiuicy Unked with tame, 
A flattery — such as poets share^ 

Who link with lovely things their praise. 

And ask the earthy and ask the sky. 
To colour with themselves their lays , 

And some associate grace supply* 

* The Sandwich Islands were so called in honour of the 
Earl oi Suidwich, then first lord of the Adtninlty. 
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But here it was a sailor^s thought, 

That named tlie ibWid from the Earl — 

That dieama of England might be brought 
To those soft shores^ and sead of pearl. 

How very fair they must have seemed 
When first they darkened on the deep \ 

Like all the wandering seaman dreamed 
When land rose lovely on his sleep. 

How many dreams they turned to truth 
When first they met the sailor's eyes ; 

Green with the sweet earth's southern youths 
And azure with her southern skies. . 

And yet our English thought beguiles 
The mariner where'er he roam. 

He looks upon the new-found isles^ 

And calls them by some name of home. 
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FELICIA HEMANS. 

No inoie^ uo more— ob> never more returning^ 

Will thy beloved presence gladden earth ; 
No more wilt thou with sad, yet anxious yearning 

Cling to those hopes which have no morlal birth. 
Thou art gone from U8» and with thee departed. 

How many lovely things have vanished too : 
Deep thoughts that at thy will to being started. 

And feelings, teaching us our own were true. 
Thou hast been round us, like a yiewless qpirit. 

Known only by the music on the air ; 
The leaf or flowers which Liiou hast named inherit 

A beauty known but from thy bieatfaing there : 
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For Ihou didst on them fling thy strong emotion, 
^ The likeness from iuelf the Ibnd heart gave ; 
As planets frutn afar look down ou oceaii^ 
Aad give their own sweet image to the wave. 

And thou didst bring from foreign lands their treasures^ 

As flouts thy various melody along ; 
We know the soilness of Italian measures. 

And the grave cadence of Casttlian song. 
A general bond of union is the poet. 

By its iu) mortal verse is language known. 
And for the sake of song do others know it-* 

One glorious poet makes the world his own« 
And thou — how far thy gentle sway extended ! 

The heart's sweet empire over land and sea ; 
iVl any a stranger and far flower was blended 

In the soft wreath that glory bound for thee. 
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m 

The echoes of the Susquehanna s wateni 
Paused in the pine-woods words of thine to hear ; 

And to the wide Atlantic's younger daughteza 
Thy name was lovely, and thy song was dear. 

Was not this purchased all too dearly ? — never 

Can fame atone for all that $mie bath cost. 
We see the goal, hut know not the endeavour, 

Nor what fond hopes have on the way heen lost. 
What do we know of the unquiet pillow. 

By the worn cheek and tearful eyelid prest»- 
When thoughts chase tlioughts,like the tuiimliuQus billow. 

Whose very light and foam reveals unrest P 
We say, the song is sorrowful, hut know not 

What may have left that sorrow on the song ; 
However mouraful woidb iiiuy be, they show not 

The whole extent of wretchedness and wrong 
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They cannot paint the long sad hours^ passed only 
In ?ain legrets o er what we feel we are. 

Alaa ! the kingdom of the lute is lonely-* 
Cold is the worship coming from afar. 

Yet what is mind in woman, hot revealing 
In sweet clear light the hidden world below. 

By quicker fancies and a keener feeling 

Than those around, the cold and careless, know ? 

What is to feed such feeling, but to culture 
A soil whence pain will never more depart ? 

I'he iable of Prometheus and the vulture 
Reveals the poef s and ihe woman's heart. 

Unkindly are they judged — ^unkindly treated — 
By careless tongues and by ungenerous words; 

While cruel sueer^ and hard reproach, repeated. 
Jar the iine manic of the spirit's chords. 
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ert tiiou not weary — thou whose soothing uuiui>ers 
Gave olher lips the joy thine own had not ? 
Didst thou not welcome lhankfally the slambers 
Which dosed around thy mouming hmnan lot P 

What on this earth conM answer thy requiring. 

For earnest fidth — for love, the deep and true. 
The beautiful, which was thy soul's desiring. 

But only iirom thyseli its being drew. 
How is the wanii and loving heart requited 

In this harsh world, where it awhile must dwell. 
Its best affections wronged, betrayed, and slighted— 

Such is the doom oi tiiose who love too well. 
Better the weary dove should close its pinion. 

Fold up its golden wings and be at peace ; 
Enter, O ladye, that serene dominion 

Where earthly cares and earthly sorrows cease. 
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Fame's uoubled hoiu* hdn cleared, and now replying, 
A thousand hearts their music ask of thine. 

Sleep with a light, the lovely and undying 
Around thy grave — a grave which is a shrine. 
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THE KINGS OF GOLCONDA. 



Morning is loand the shrning palace^ 
Mirrored on the tide. 

Where the lily lilts her chalice. 
With its gold inside. 

Like an oflering from the waves. 
Early wakened from their almnbers, 

Staud the glitteriug ranks ; 
Who is there shall couut the niunbers 
On the ri7er*8 hanks ? 

Forth the household poais the slaves 
Of the kings of fair Golconda, 
Of Golconda's ancient kings. 
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Wherefore to the crimaon moming 

Are the banners spread. 
Daybreak 3 early colours scorning 

With a UveHer red P 

Pearls are wrougbt on each silk fold. 

Summer flowers are Hung to wither 
On the common way. 

« 

Is some ruyal bride brought hither 
With this festival airay^ 

To the city s mountain-hold 
Of the kings of old Golconda, 
Of Gokouda 8 ancient kings P 

From the gates the slow procession. 

Troops and nobles come. 
This hour takes the king possession 

or an ancient home — 

One he never leaves again. 
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Musk and sandal-wood and amber 

Fling around their breath : 
They will fill the murky chamber 
Where the bride is Death. 

Where the worm hatk sole douiuiu 
0*er the kings of old Goloonda^ 
0*er Golconda's ancient kings. 



Now the monarch must surrender 
All his golden state. 

Yet the mockeries of splendour 

On the pageant wait 

That attends him to the tomb. 
Music on the air is swelling, 

'Tis the funeral song, 
As to his ancestral dwelling. 

Is lie borne along. 
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They must share life*9 connnon doom/ 
The kings of iiur Golconday 
Golconda's ancient kiuga. 

What are now die chiefs that gather ? 

What their diamond mines P 
What the heron s snowy leather 
Oil their crest ihut shines ? 

What their valleys of the rose ? 
For another is their glory. 

And their state, and gold ; 
They are a forgotten story. 
Faint and feebly told — 

Breaking not the still repose 
Of the kings of Mr Golconda, 
Of Golconda's ancient kings. 

Glorious is their place of sleeping. 
Gold with azure wrought. 
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And embroidered silk is sweepings 
Silk iiuia i^ersia brought. 

Round the carved marble walls.* 
Not the less the night^owrs pinion 

Stirs the diisky air. 
Not the less is the douiiiiiun 
01 the earth- woiin there. 

Not less deep the shadow fiiUs 
O er the kings of fair Golconda, 
O er Golconda*s ancient kii^gg. 

V 

Not on such vain aids relying. 
Can the human heart 

Triumph o*er the dead and dyitig» 
It must know its part 

In the glorious hopes that wait 

* Tbevenot gives a splendid descripiiofi of these tombs. Ipi 
addition to their arcbitectund decorationi thejr were hmiff witfr 

embrouiered satin. 
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1 lie bright openings of the portal^ 

Far beyond the sky — 
Faith, whose promise is immortal. 
Life, that cannot die. 

These, and stronger than the state 
Of ihe kiijgs oi' fair Goicouda, 

or 6olconda*s ancient kings. 
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TO MY littOTHEE. 



Do you recall the £uides of many years ago» 

Wiieu ihe pulse dmiced tho^a light measures that agaia it 

caiiiiol know ? 

Ah ! we both of lu are altered, and now we talk no more 
Of all the old creations that haunted us of yore. 

Then any favourite volume was a mine of long deliglu 
From whence we took ottr future to fashion as we might 
We lived again its pages, we were its chiels and kings. 
As actual^ but more pleasant, than what the day now brings. 
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It was au August evening, with suuset lu the trees. 
When home you brought his Voyages wlio iound the fair 
South Seas. 

We read it till the sunset auiid the boughs grew dun ; 

All other favourite heroes were nothing beside him. 

For weeks he was our idol, we sailed with him at sea. 
And the pond amid the willows the ocean seemed to be. 

The water-lilies growing beneath the morning smile. 

We called the South Sea islands, each flower u different isle. 

No golden lot that fortune could draw for human Ufe, 
To us seemed like a sailor s, and the storm and stiife. 
Our talk was of fair vessels that swept betbie the breeze. 
And new-discovered countries amid the Southern Seas. 

Within that lonely garden what happy hours went by, 
While we fancied thataruiaid us spread foreign sea and .^ky. 
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Ah! ibe dmnuBg and the distant DO kMiger 

We leave, in learing ciuitlhiXKi, life's £ur)'-land behind. 

There is not of that garden a angle tree or flower; 
They have ploughed its loQg green grasses, and cni down 

the lime-tiee bower. 
Where are the Guelder roses, whose silver used to bring. 
With the gold of the kbnnramsy their trihnte to the ^iriiig. 

Tiiey have vanished with the childhood that with their 

treasures played ; 
The life that eometh after dwells in a daiher shade. 
Yet the name of that sea-captain it cannot but recall 

How much we ioved his daugers, and how we mourned his 



fell! 
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A RUINED CASTLE ON THE RHINE, 

FOHMEKLY BELONGING TO THE TEMPULU8. 



On the dark heights that overlook the Rhine, 

Flinging long shadows on the watery plains^ 
Crowned with grey towers, and girdled by the vine. 

How little of the warlike past remains ! 

The castle-walls are shattered, and wild flowers 
Usurp the crimson banners former sign. 

Where are the haughty I'euiplaib and their powers ? 
Their forts are perished — but not so their shriue. 
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Like Memory veiled. Tradition sits and telb 
Her twilight histories of the olden time. 

How few the records of those craggy dells 
But what recall suuie sunow or some crime. 

Of Europe's childhood was the feudal age, 

. When the world s sceptre was the sword ; and power« 
Unfit for human weakness, wrong, and rage. 
Knew not that curb which waits a wiser hour* 

111 suited empire with a human hand. 
Authority needs rule, restraint, and awe ; 

Order and peace spread gradual through the land. 
And force submits to a diriner law. 

A lew great minds appear, and by their light 
The many find their way ; truth after truth 

Rise starlike on the depths of moral niglit. 
Though even now is knowledge in its youth. 
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Still as those andent lieights, which only bore 
The lion iuurvest of the swoid and speaTj 

Are now witli purple vinejards covered o'er. 
While corn-fields fill the fertile valleys near. 

Our moml pfogma has a glorious scope, 

Much has the past by thought and labour done ; 

Knowledge and Peace purtiue the steps of Hope, 
Whose noblest victories are yet unwon. 
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THE IONIAN CAin'lVE. 

Sadly the captive o'er ihe flowers is bending, 
Willie her soft eye with sudden sorrow fills ; 

They are not those that grew beneath her tendiug 
In the green valley of her native hills. 

There i» the violet — not from ihe meadow 
Where wandered caielesdy her childish feet ; 

'inhere in the rose — it grew not in the shadow 

Of her old home — it caimot be so sweet. 

And yet she loves them — for those flowers are bringiu|$ 
Dreams of the home that she will see no more ; 

The languid perfumes are aroand her, flinging 
What almost for the moment they restore. 



THE IONIAN CAiniVE. 



She lieais hei* inuiliur » wheel tliat blowl^' turuiiig 
Miiniittr*d unceasingly the sommer day ; 

And the same mnraittr when the pine-boughs burning 
Told that the suuiiaer-hours had passed away. 

She hears her young coiiipanioui^ sadly singing 
A song ihey loved — an old complaining tune ; 

Then comes a gayer sound — the laugh is ringing 
Of the young children — hurrying in at noon. 

By the dim myrtles, waudeiiiig with lier bibier. 
They tell old stories, broken by the iiiii lh 

or her young brother : alas ! have they missed her; 
She who was borne a captive bom their hearth ? 

She starts — too present grows the actual sorrow, 
By her own heart she knows what they have home ; 

Yuiuig as she i.s, she shudders at to-uiunuw. 
It can but find her prisoner and forlorn. 
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What are the glittei iug trifles that siinound her — 

What the rich shawl — and what the golden chain- 
Would she could break the fetters that have bound her. 
And see her household aud her hills again ! 
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THE CEDARS OF LEBANON, 

Ye ancients of. the earth, beneath whose shade 

Swept the herce banners of earth's mightiest kings, 

When millions for a battle were arrayed. 
And the sky darkened with the vultnre's wings. 

Long silence followed on the battle-cries ; 

I ii*i>t the bones wiiiteued, then weie seen no uiuie; 
The sonuner grasses sprang for snmmer skies. 

And dim Tmdition told no tales of yore. 

• 

The works of peace succeeded those first wai-s. 
Men left the desert tents for inaible walls ; 
Then rose the towers from whence they watched the stars, 

And the vast wondei-s of their kingly halls. 
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And they are perished— those imperial cowers 

Read not amid the niidni|^t stan thdr doom ; 
The pomp and ait oC all their gkrions homs 

Lie hidden in the sands that are their tomb. 

And ye, anoestial trees ! are somewhat shom 

Of the 6rBt strength that marked earth's eailier clime. 

But still ye stand, stately and tempest-worn. 
To show how Nature triumphs over Time. 

Much have ye witnessed ^but yet more remains. 

The mind's great empire is hat just hegiin; 
The desart beauty of yuui distant plains. 

Proclaim how mnch has yet been left undone. 

* 

Will not your giant columns yet behold 

The world's old age, enlightened, cahn, and free ; 

« 

More glorious than the glories known of old — 
The spirits placid rule o er land and sea. 
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All that llie 2>a.st has lau^^hl is not in vain — 
Wisdom is gartiefed up from centuries gone 

Love» Hope, and Mind prepare a nobler reign 
Than ye have known — ^Cedars of Lebanon ! 
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ON WORDSWORTH'S COTTAGE» 

KBAR 6KASMSRE LAKB, 

Not for the glory on tbeir heads 

Those stately hill-tops wear. 
Although the summer sunset sheds 

Its constant crimson there. 
Not for the gleaming lights that break 

The purple of the twilight lake, 

Hull dusky and half lair, 

Does that sweet valley seem to be 
A sacred place on earth to me. 
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The influence of a moral spell 
Is found around the 8ceiie» 
Giving new shadows to the del]. 

New verdure to the green* 
With every mountain-top is wrought 
The presence of associate thought, 

A nuisio that has heen ; 
Calling that loveliness to life. 
With which the inward world is rife. 

r 

His home — our English poets home- 

Amid these hills is made; 
Here, with the morning hath he come 

There» with the night delayed. 
On all things is his memory cast. 
For every place wherein he past,' 

Is with his mind amiyed> 



ON WORDS WORTU*S COTTAGE. 

That, wandering in a summer hour, 
Asked wisdom of the leaf and flower. 

Great poet, if I dare tu liirow 

My homage at thy feet, 
Tis thankfulness for hours which thou 

Hast made serene and sweel ; 
As wayfarers have inseu|e thrown 
Upon some mighty altar-stone 

Unworthy, and yet meet. 
The human spirit iongs to prove 
The truth of its uplooking love. 

Until thy hand unlocked its store. 
What glorious music slept ! 

MiLsic that can he hushed no more 
Was from oui knowledge kept. 



ON Wordsworth's coitage. 

But the great Mother gave to thee 
The poet's unimsal key. 

And forth the fountains sweptrr- 
A gushing melody for ever^ 
The witness of thy high endeavour. 

Rough is the road which we are sent. 

Rough with long toil aud pain ; 
And when upon the steep ascent^ 

A little way we gain. 
Vexed with our own perpetual care. 
Little we heed what sweet things are 

Around our pathway hlent ; 
With anxious steps we hurry on. 
The very sense of pleasure gone. 

But thou dost in this feverish dream 

Awake a better mood. 
With voices from the mountain stream. 

With voices from the wood. 



274 OK Wordsworth's cottagb. 

And with tbdir music dost impart 
Their freshness to the worid-woni heart. 
Whose lever is subdued 

By meuiories sweet with other years. 
By gentle hopes, and soothing leais. 

A solemn creed is thine, and high> 

Yet simple as a child. 
Who looketh hopeful to yon sky 

With eyes yet undefiled 
By all ^e glitter and the glare 
This life s deceits and tollies wear. 

Exalted, and yet mild. 
Conscious of those diviner powers 
Brought from a better world than ours. 

Thou hast not chosen to reheai*se 

The old heroic themes ; 
Thou hast not given to thy verse 

The heart s impassioned dreams. 
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Forth flows thy song U3 waters flow. 
So bright above— 90 calm below, 

Wherem the beav^ seems 
Eternal as the gulckn shade 
Its sunshine on the stream hath kid. 

The glory which thy spirit hath 
Is round life's common things. 

And flingeth roiuid our common path, 
As from an angers wings, 

A light that is not of our sphere. 

Yet lovelier for being here. 
Beneath whose presence springs 

A beauty never mark*d before. 

Yet once known, vanishing no more. 

How oiten with the present sad. 

And weaiy with the past, 
A sunny respite have we had. 

By but a chance look cast 
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ON WORDSWORXa's COTTAOR. 



Upon some word of thine that made 
The suUenness forsake the shade. 

Till shade itself was past : 
For Hope divine, serene and strong. 
Perpetual lives within thy song. 

Eternal as lihe hills thy name. 

Eternal as thy strain ; 
So long as ministers of Fame 

Shall Love and Hope remain. 
The crowded city in its streets, 
The valley, in its green retreats. 

Alike thy words retain. 
What need hast thou oi sculptured stone — 
Thy temple, ib lliy luime aioue. 
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THE GANGES. 

On sweeps the mighty river— cahnly flowing, 

Through the eternal flowers. 

Thai li^i the summer hours. 
Year after year, peipetnal in their blowing. 

Over the myriad plains that cunent ranges. 

Itself as clear and bright 

As in its earliest ligh^ ' 
And yet the minor of perpetual changes* 

Here must have ceased the echo of those slaughters 

When stopped the onward jar 

Of Macedonian war. 
Whose murmur ouly reached thy ancient waters. 
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THE OAN6ES. 



Yet have they reddened with the fierce outpoarisg 

Of humau blood and life. 
When over kingly strife 
The vulture on hb &ted wing was soaring. 

How oft its watch, impatient of the nonroWy 
Hath mortal misery kept, 
Beside thy banks^ and wept. 

Kissing tliy quiet night-winds with llieir soitow . 

Yet thon ait on thy course majestic keeping, 

Unruffled by the breatli 

Of man's vain life or death. 
Calm as the heaven upon thy bosom sleeping. 

Still dost thou keep thy calm and onward motion. 
Amid the ancient ranks 

« 

Of forests on thy banks. 
Till Ihou hast gained thy home — the mighty ocean. 
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And ihou dost scatty benefits around thee : 

Thy silver current yields 
Life to the green rice-fields, 
That have like an enchanted girdle hound thee. 

By thee are royal gardens, each possessiug 

A summer in its hues, 

Which still thy wave renews, 
Where'er thou lowest dost thou bear a Messing. 

Such, O my country ! should be thy advancing — 
A glorious progress, known 
As is that river's, shown 

By the glad sunshine on its waters glancing. 

60 should thy moral light he onwards flowing — 
So should its course be bound 

By benefits around. 
The blessings which itself hath known bestowing. 



280 
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FaitYi, cammeTce^ knowledge^ laws — these sliould be 
spring^g 

Where'er thy standard fiies 
Amid the azure skies. 
Whose highest gifts that red-cross flag is bringing. 

Already much for man has been ejected; 

The weak aiid poor man's cause 

Is strengthened by the laws, 
The equal right, bom with iis all, respected. 

But much awaite, O England ! thy redressing; 

Thou hast no nobler guide 

Than yon bright riFer's tide 
Bear as that bears — ^where'er thou goest — blessing t 
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FAREWELL! OH MY BROTHER! 



Comb, up with the banner, and on with the sword , 
My fatlier's tirst bom, of his castle is lord ; 
No knight^ I will say, that e*er belted a brand. 
Was ever move worthy of hidy or land. 

Ring the horns through the forest that girdles our hall. 
Let the glades of the gieen oaks re-echo the call. 
And many a morning with dew on the plain. 
And the red sun, josi rising, shall hear them again 
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Fill up the clear wiue-cup that dances in light. 

One name, and one only, shall crown it to-night : 

'Tis the health of the young knight just come o*er the main. 

He will cross it an Earl, if he cross it again* 

Farewell ! oh my brother y ikiewell ! mine abode — 
The hawk that I flew^ the horse that I rode. 
They are safe— I commend them, my hrother, to thee. 
But my white greyhound goes with me over the sea. 

For a thousand white crowns I have mortgaged my land. 
And fifty hold seamen await my command ; 

My letters of marc^ue are now signed by the queen, 
I hasten where Drake and where Baleigh have been. 

Away to the south is the course that I holdr 

If the sea has its slonn — ^why the Spaniard has gold. 

Afar in the distance I see its light shine. 

And all is fair warfare that crosses the Line. 
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One iiuit charge, my brother, you only luay hear, 
'I k Uie hope to my soul the most deep, the most deur ; 
Be my Blanche to thy heart like a sister, in love ; 
I leave in thy shadow the nest of my dove. 

No doubt of her truth, aud uo feai* of her change, 
Can dmlcen my pathway where'er it may range ; 
My heart its my omen-^I know, o*er the main, 
I retain to her side, and to England, agsin. 
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THE PROPHETESS. 



In the deep silence of the midnight hoars^ 
I call upon ye, oh ye viewless powers ! 
Before whose pTesenco morbil ditnn||^ cowers. 

I have subdued ye to my own stem will, 

I fear ye not ; but I must shudder still. 

Faint with the awful purpose ye fulfiL 
* 

Not for myaelf I call the a&ther-'boni. 

They have no boon my being doth not scorn — 

Wholly and biueiiy am I forlorn. 
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Deaii^ is bought the empire of the miud ; 
It sitteth on a sullen throne, designed 
To elevate and pan it fiom its^kind* 

Long years my stiicken soul has turned away 

i'lom the iiweel dreams that round my childhood laj : 

Would it still owned their fidae but lovely sway ! 

In the dark grave of unbelief they rest* 
Worthless tliey were, and hollow, while po^^sest. 
I am alone— unblesaipgt and unblest ! 

Knowledge is with me — guest that once received 
Love, hope, ambitioui aie no more believed ; 
And we disdain what formerly had giieved. 

A few iau: flowers around their colours fling. 
But what does (^uesiiouaig their sources bring ? 
That ficom corruption and from death they spring. 
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THE PROPHETESS. 



*Tis tlius with those sweet dreams which life begin. 
We weary of them, and we look witUn : 
What do we find ? Guile, suffering, and sin. 

I know my kind too well not to despise 
The gilded sophistry that roimd it lies : 
Hate, sovrow, fidsehood — mocking their disgaiae. 

Oh, thou old world 1 so full of guilt and cara. 
So mean, so small — I marvel Heaven bears 
Thy sti'uggle, which the seeing almost shares. 

Yet, mine ancestral city, for thy sake 
A lingering interest on tliis earth X take ; 
In the dim midniglit 'tis for thee I wake. 

Softly the starlight falleth over bnes 
That rise above thy myrtle-wooded plains, 

Where summer hath her loveliest domains. 
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Beneath, the gardens spread their pleasant shade. 
The lutes are hushed that twilight music made. 
Sleep on the world her honey-spell Ibth laid. 

Sweet come the winds that o'er these iiower-beds rove, 
I only breatiie the perfumes that ye love. 
Spirits! my nueense smnmonB ye above. 

Wliat of yon stately city, where are shrined 
The warrior s and the poet s wreath couibined — 
All the high honours of the human mind ! 

Her walls are bright with ooloars, whose fine dyes 

Embody shapes that seem from yonder skies. 
And in her scrolls the world's deep wbdom lies. 

What of her future P — Through the silvery smoke 

I see the distant vision I invokie. 

These gloiious walls have bowed to time's dark yoke. 
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I Me a plain of desert aand exteadi 

Scattered widi ruins, where the wild flowers bend. 

And the green ivy, like a last sad Iheod* 

Low are the marble columns oa the sand. 

The palm-trees that have grown among them stand 

As if they mocked the fidlen of the land. 

Hence, dmk i^yiiiia 1 bear the dream away ; 
To-morrow but repeateth yesterday; 
First, toil — then, desolation and decay. 

Life has one vast stem likeness in iu gloom. 

We toil with hopes that must themselves conamne — 

The wide world round us is one mighty tomb* 
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THOMAS MORE, £SQ. 

Moore*s name is a liistoiy in itself. Is there a single reader 
of poetry, to whom " Lalla Rookh" and the " Irish Melodies" 
are not familiar as household words? 

li Titania^ just i\ukened from dreams which the rose. 
Flung, culuuied and flagrant, around htJV repose. 
Yet, haunted by fancies, should ask for a song, 
To bear the soft hours of the noontide along — 

'Tis thy lute that should keep the bright fairy from sleeping. 
The sea- shell had never such tones in its keeping; 
Though in its pale chamber of pearl was the birth 
Of the earliest music that breathed over earth. 

. u 
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The fiedUng of fountaius — the slight summer rain — 

The voice of the dove, were less sweet than thy strain ; 
Till stirred with delight, would her exquisite wings 
Beat time on the west wind, to echo thy strings. 

But yet to the ear of the fairy, unknown 

Were half the deep music that dwelib in thy tone : 

The patriot's hope, and the minstrers despair, 

To the human heart vibrate — their dwelling is there. 

Thy song has its suushiue — perhaps to that sun 

It owes half the loveliest wreaths it has won. 

It still lofty hopes and sad thoughts has betmyed — 

Where on earth is the sunshine that fiingeth no shade ? 

Thou wert not the wild wind"^ that waked for a while 
The music and murmur of Erin's green ible;" 
Ah ! no : to thy country thy numbers first brought 
The burst of strong ieeling— the purpose and thought. 
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From Memnon's dark staUie 'twas morning's glad light 
That wakened the melody :ileeping through night ; 
So the soul of thine island ai'ose at thjr line. 
And to wish for het welfare is wishing for thine. 

a " Dear harp of my country, in darkness I found thee, 
Tlie cold cliaiu of silence had Imng o'er thee long. 
When proudly, my own island harp, I unbound thee, 
And gave all tliy chords to iiglit, freedom, and song. 
If the heart of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 
Have throbhed at thy song, 'twas thy glory alone; 
1 was but as the wind pa??siiig heedlessly over — 
And all tlie wild sweetness I wiUied was thine own." 
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TO THE 

MEMORY OF A FAVOURITE CHILX>, 

THB PAUGHTBR OF A FRI£MD. 

Her voice is on the haunted air. 

Her lace Ia in the scene j 
To me there is no other trace 

But where her steps have been. 
Not with the passionate despair 

With which I turned from Heaven^ 
And asked how could it take again 

The ti*easure it had giv en ; 
Not with that earlier wild despauv 
Now gase I upon earth and air« 



« 
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A meeker sorrow now subdues 

The soul that looks aljove. 
Soothed by the sanctity that dwelU 

Around departed love. 
I do not grieve as once I grieved. 

When by thy funeral stone 
I flung uie in my first de8|}air. 

And knew I was alone. 
Gradual thy God has giveu me 
To know this world wiih not lor thee. 

Thy angel-nature was not made 

For struggle or for care ; 
Thou wert too gentle and too good 

For Heaven long to spare. 
Thou wert but sent a little while 

To bootlie and to sustain ; 
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The aiigeis utim^d thee Irou their baud 

And asked for thee again : 
But not till thott hadst gireii birth 
To many a holy thought on earth. 

Thy influence is with me stilly 

My own beloved child ; 
hoi thy sake hath my spint grown 

Calm — bopeiul — strong, yet mild. 
I look 10 heaven as to thy home. 

And feel that there must be — 
So deep the tie that draws me there— 

Some lowly place lor me. 
The fiuth that springeth from the tomb 
Nor mortal fears nor doubts consume. 

i tiimk upou thy early years 



Not as I used to think. 




1 
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With bitterness and vain regret. 

And hopes that sprang to shrink , 
But with a solemn fond belief 

That we shall meet again : 
Thy piety — thy sweet content — 

Could never be in vain ; 
Taken alike wert thou, and given. 
To win thy kindred unto heaven. 

It was the lovely autumn time 
When hither thou wert brought ; 

Not for the lovely scenes aiuundj 

r 

But for thy health we sought. 
For there was in thy large blue eyes 

Too beautiful a light, 
And on thy youug trauspaieut cheek 

The rose was over-bright ; 
And the clear temples showed too plain 

The bruuchiiig of each azure vein 
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Too soon we saw it was in vain 
That we bad brought thee here : 

For every day thou wert more weak« 

AuJ cvciy day uioie deal'.-. 

Thy hand— how white and small that hand ! 
Could scarcely hold the floweis 

Which yet were brought thee, witli the dew 

Of uaily uiomiiig iioui'S. 

I seem to look upon them now 

Yetj where are they ? — and where art thou P — 



Where art thou ?— if 1 dare to ask» 

'Tis more with hope than fear; 
In every high aud tender thought 

I «eem to feel thee near. 
I gaze upon the silent stars. 

While lone and still they shine. 
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As each one were a spirit's hoine» 

And ask, Which home is thine ? 
I feel as if thy tiunquil eyes 
Were watching earlli tiom yonder skies* 

God bless thee ! my beloved child. 
As thou hast blessed me ; 

Fuuli, Lope, aiid iovu, beyond the giase 

Have been thy gifts to me. 
For thy sake dare I look above. 

For thy sake wait below. 
Trusting with humble conlidt iice. 

And patient in my wo. 
To me thy early grave appears 
An altar for my prayers and tears. 
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